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MEMOIRS  OF  THE  AUTHOR. 


Although  the  life  of  a  man  of  genius  has  uot  always  an 
intimate  and  necessary  connexion  with  his  works,  yet  the  curioBJty 
nbich  prompts  the  public  to  inquire  af^er  the  personal  history 
of  those  by  whom  they  have  been  delighted  or  instructed,  is  too 
natural  to  be  censured,  and  too  important  to  be  repressed. 
When  the  present  edition,  therefore,  of  the  Works  of  Dr.  WoU 
col,  was  undertaken,  the  Proprietors  determined  to  prefix  such 
particulars  of  his  life  as  could  be  derived  from  unquestionable 
authority. 


Dr.  John  Wolcot,  so  long  known  by  the  assumed  name  of 
Peter  Pindar,  was  bom  at  Dodbrooke,  a  small  town  near 
Kiugsbridge  in  Devonshire,  at  which  last  place  he  began  his  clas- 
sical education,  reading  the  ancient  poete  with  readiness  and  feeling, 
and  gradually  imbibing  tlie  taste  and  spirit  which  very  early  ended 
in  an  attacliment  to  the  muses.  In  hJm,  as  has  been  observed  in 
many  men  of  genius,  the  particular  indications  were  soon  obvious, 
and  whatever  occurrences  might  take  place  in  life,  it  was  foreseen 
thai  the  employment  which  nature  and  talent  pointed  out  would 
be  ultimately  pursued. 
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VI  MEMOIRS   OF  THE  AOTIIOR. 

From  Kingdbridge,  he  wenl  to  an  uncle  at  Fowey,  a  medical 
practitioner  orgreat  abililios  and  reputation;  and  after  completing 
his  course  of  clasBical  education,  under  the  tuition  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Fisher,  master  of  a  grammar-school  at  Bodmin,  his  uncle 
sent  him  to  France  to  acquire  the  French  language.  After  a 
reridence  lliere  of  about  a  year,  he  relumed  to  Fonej-,  and 
became  a  pupil  of  hia  uncle  for  seven  yean.  During  thiii  time, 
while  laying  in  a  store  of  medical  knowledge,  such  as  books  and 
practice  afforded,  hia  poetical  turn,  which  appeared  very  early, 
prompted  him  to  pcnise  works  of  general  taste ;  and  while  he 
OGcaaionally  courted  the  muses,  he  also  discovered  a  geniu.<>  for 
drawing  and  painting,  of  which,  it  is  well  known,  he  is  a  critical 
judge.  Some  of  his  poetical  efforts  appeared  in  the  periodical 
journals  nearly  6fty  years  ago,  and  many  of  his  drawings  and 
paintiBgs  are  to  be  seen  in  the  cabinets  of  those  friends  to  whom 
be  presented  them.  Those  pursuits,  however,  were  not  ver^ 
agreeable  to  his  uncle,  nor  to  his  two  paternal  aunts,  who, 
although  women  of  solid  intellects,  and  literary  acquirements, 
could  not  overcome  the  common  prejudice,  that  poetry  is  a  veiy 
dangerous  interruption  to  business. 

After  these  seven  years  were  expired,  he  removed  to  London, 
and  cultivated  the  science  of  medicine  under  the  ablest  professors 
in  anatomy,  chemistry,  &c.  In  17^7,  on  tlie  promotion  of  his 
fnend  Sir  VVilliatn  Trelawney  to  tlie  gu?ernment  of  Jamaica, 
Dr.  Wolcut  was  invited  to  accompany  him,  as  his  physician ; 
and  afler  going  tlirough  a  strict  examination  by  the  celebrated 
Dr.  Iluxhatii  of  Plymouth,  he  received,  on  his  recommendation, 
a  degree,  by  diploma,  from  a  northern  university.     On  his  srtival 
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in  Jamaica,  he  commenced  practice,  and  was  soon  appointed  by 
Governor  Trelawney  to  be  Physician-General  to  the  island. 
H's  excellency,  however,  thinking  he  could  promote  Dr.  Wol- 
cot's  interest  more  effectually  by  his  patronage  in  the  church, 
recommended  him  to  return  to  England  and  take  orders,  as 
a  living  of  considerable  value  would,  from  tlie  illness  of  the  in- 
cumbent, be  probably  soon  vacant.  After  having  accomplished 
this  purpose,  on  Via  arrival  in  Jamaica,  he  found  the  incumbent 
recovered :  hut  he  a/ierwards  obtained  the  living  of  Vere,  and 
immediately  placed  a  curate  on  it,  that  he  might  reside  at  ilie 
government-house  at  Spanish  town.  Here  he  remained  until  the 
death  of  his  patron  Sir  William  Trelawney ;  and  havuig,  at  Lady 
Trelawney's  request,  accompanied  her  to  England,  where  slie 
died  soon  after,  he  retired  to  Cornwall,  and  practised  medicine 
for  some  years.  He  enlarged  also  the  number  of  his  friends  and 
ftcquaintances  by  a  social  disposition,  a  ready  flow  of  wit,  and 
luch  conversational  talents  as  are  rarely  found  at  a  distance  from 
the  metropolis.  It  is  true  at  the  same  time,  that  when  parly 
contests  arose,  or  when  the  sense  of  ridicule,  «liich  in  him  is  un- 
commoidy  quick,  was  provoked,  he  indulged  his  satirical  vein  in 
a  way  not  likely  to  conciliate ;  but  it  must  likewise  he  owned, 
that  his  provincial  satires  were  iu  general  free  from  malevolence, 
and  occasioned  more  laughter  than  resentment.  Many  of  them 
were  those  playful  tricks  of  the  ]>en  which  a  man  of  wit  hardly 
knows  how  to  restrain. 

It  is  much  to  his  honour,  that  during  Ins  residence  in  Cornwull 
he  discovered,  encouraged,  and  improved,  the  talents  of  the  late 
Opie   (or  r«lher  Oppy,  for  that  was  his  real  name,  the  other 
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after  fhe  ceremony  of  meetitig,  the  Geueral  began  thus— "  Yoo 
will  excu!<e  the  liberty  I  have  taken  in  desiring  your  acquaintance 
and  friendship,  as  it  was  from  your  works  only  I  derived  plea- 
sure amidst  the  gloom  of  impriaonment.  Indeed  your  Muse 
enlivened  my  solitude,  and  induced  a  wish  to  see  the  Poet  that 
had  softened  my  exile,  and  made  me  at  times  forget  my  misfor- 
tunes." The  Doctor  frequently  visited  him,  and  on  the  Gene- 
ral's departure  for  America,  they  exchanged,  by  way  of  memori- 
als, specimens  of  llieir  art  in  landscape-painting.  Tlie  Doctor 
accompanied  his  crayon  with  a  compliment  in  verse  on  the  occa- 
sion, but  vihich  we  never  have  seen. 

He  works  of  this  Author  have  been  translated  by  two  or 
three  of  the  most  celebrated  geniuses  of  Germany.  As  for  a 
French  translation,  no  such  circumstance  can  be  expected  to  take 
place,  on  account  of  his  satirical  and  severe  attacks  on  the  frip- 
perj'  taste  of  France,  and  the  spirit  of  liberty  (now  totally  anni- 
hilated ill  that  unfortunate  country)  which  animates  his  writii^. 

We  understand  that  the  Doctor  has  at  this  time  two  sisters  of 
great  respectability  at  Fowey,  a  town  in  Cornwall,  situated  be-  * 
tween  Plymouth  and  Falmouth,  possessing  a  most  beautiful  har- 
bour, and  pleaHant  environs,  fomous  in  history  for  its  prowess  in 
war,  on  whose  delightful  banks  our  Author  paid  his  first  court 
to  the  muses,  and  where  it  is  said  he  is  resolved  to  terminate  bis 
poetical  career. 
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REVIEWERS. 


damuMe  Di  Skperi  phcwdyTf  carmine  Mann. 

yxn  are  the  powers  of  Verse  -,  indeed  so  strong, 
Aofels  and  Devils  can  be  soothed  -by  Soog^. 
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TO  THE  REVIEWERS. 

Fathers  of  Wisdom,  a  poor  Wight  befriend ; 

Oh,  hear  my  simple  prayer  in  simple  lays  ! 
Injormd  pauperis  beliold  I  bend, 

And  of  your  Worsliips  ask  a  little  praiae. 

I  am  no  cormorant  for  Fame,  d'ye  see ; 

I  ask  not  all  the  Laurel,  but  a  sprig : 
Then  hear  me,  Guardians  of  the  sacred  Tree, 

And  stick  a  Leaf  or  two  about  my  wig. 

In  Sonnet,  Ode,  and  Legendary  Tale, 

Soon  will  llie  press  my  tuneful  Wwks  display; 

Then  do  not  damn  'em,  and  prevent  the  sale ; 
And  your  Petiu'oner  shall  ever  pray. 


My  labours  damn'd,  the  Muse  witli  grief  will  groan ; 

The  censure  dire  my  lantern  jaws  will  rue : 
Know,  I  have  teeth  and  Btomach  like  your  own ; 

And  that  I  wub  to  eat,  as  well  as  you. 
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I  never  said,  "  Like  Murderers  in  their  dens. 
You  secret  met  in  cloud-capp'd  garret  liigh, 

With  hatchets,  scalping-knives,  in  sliape  of  pens, 
To  bid,  like  Mohocks,  hapless  Authors  die." 

Nor  said,  "  In  your  Reviews  together  strung, 
The  limbs  of  butcher'd  Writers,  cheek  by  jowl, 

I/>ok'd  like  the  legs  of  Flies  on  cobwebs  hung 
Before  the  hungry  Spider's  dreary  hole." 

I  ne'er  declar'd,  "that,  frightful  as  the  Blacks, 
In  greasy  flannel  caps  you  met  together, 

With  scarce  a  rag  of  shirt  about  your  backs, 
Or  coat  or  breeches  to  keep  out  the  weather." 

Heaven  knows,  I'm  ijinocent  of  all  transgression 
Against  your  Honours,  men  of  classic  fame : 

I  ne'er  abus'd  your  critical  profession, 

Whose  dictum  saves  at  once  or  damns  a  name.   "A 


I  never  question'd  your  profound  of  head ; 

Nor  vulgar  caird  your  wit,  your  manners  coarse  ; 
Nor  swore,  "  on  butcher'd  Authors  that  yoii  fed. 

Like  carrion  Crows  upon  a  poor  dead  Horse." 
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I  never  said,  "  that,  Pedlar-like,  you  sold 

Praise  by  the  ounce  or  pound,  like  snuff  or  cheese:" 

Too  well  1  knew,  you  silver  scom'd  and  gold; 
Such  dross,  a  saj^e  Reviewer  seldom  sees. 


I  never  hinted,  "  that  with  half-a-crown 

Books  have  been  sent  you  hy  the  scribbling  tribe ; 

Which  Fee  hath  purchas'd  pages  of  renown:" —    .//, 
No,  for  I  know  you'd  spurn  the  paltry  bribe.  '  f 


I  ne'er  averrd,  "  you  Critics,  to  a  man,    ■  tisfiTo  Ull 
For  pence,  would  swear  an  Owl  excell'd  the  I.ark ;" 

Nor  call'd  "  a  coward  gang"  your  grave  Divan, 
"  That  stabb'd,  like  base  Assassins,  in  the  dark." 

I  never  prais'd  or  blam'd  an  author's  Book, 
Until  your  wise  Opinions  came  abroad ; 

On  these  with  holy  reverence  did  I  look : 

With  you  I  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  so  help  me  God ! 


The  lam'd  Longinus  all  the  world  must  know : 
I  The  gape  of  wonder  Aristarchus  drew, 

I  As  well  as  Alexander's  Tutor*,  lo  ! 

L  All,  all  great  Critics,  Gentlemen,  like  you. 

L  •  Ariatolk. 
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Did  any  ask  me,  "Pray,  Sir,  your  opinion 
CW  thoee  Reviewers,  who  so  bold  bestride 

The  world  of  Learning,  and,  v,  ith  proud  domioion, 
High  on  the  backs  of  crouching  Authoi's  ride :" 

Quick  have  I  answer'd,  in  a  rage,  "  Odsbtood ! 

No  works  like  theirs  such  Criticism  convey  ; 
Not  all  the  timber  of  Dodona's  Wood 

E'er  pour'd  more  sterling  Oracle  tlian  l/icy." 

Did  others  cry,  "  Whate'er  their  brains  indite, 

Be  sure,  is  excttlent;  a  partial  crew  ! 
With  lo  Picans  usher'd  to  the  light, 

And  prais'd  to  folly  in  tire  next  Review  :" 

This  was  niy  answer  to  eadi  snarUiig  elf 

(My  eye-balls  fill'd  wkh  fire,  my  moutii  with  fetm); 
"  Zounds  !  is  not  justice  due  bo  one's  dnir  scy9  •  «> 

Aod  should  not  charity  begin  Kt  hoMic?"         >  Vf 


Full  often  I've  been  qucstion'd  » ttli  a  aoccr, 

"  Think  you  >One  coukl  not  bribe  'cm?"—"  Not  i 
nation."— 

*'  A  Beefsteak,  with  a  pot  or  Mo  of  Beer, 
Might  save  a  little  Volume  from  damDation?" 
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Furious  I've  aoswerd,  "  Lot  my  Lord  Carlisle 
Hath  begg'd  in  vain  a  seat  in  Fame's  old  temple  ; 

Though  you  applaud,  their  Wisdoms  will  not  smile; 
And  what  they  disapprove  is  cursed  simple. 

"  Could  Gold  succeed,  enough  tlie  Peer  might  nuse. 
Whose  wealth  would  buy  the  Critics  o'er  and  o'er  : 

Tis  Merit  «iiy  can  command  their  praise ; 
Witness  the  volumes  of  Miss  Hannah  More*: 

"  The  Search  for  Haj^iness,  that  beauteous  Song 
Which  all  of  us  would  give  our  ears  to  own ; 

The  Captive,  Percy^,  that,  like  mustaid  strong, 
IMake  our  eyes  weep,  and  understandings  groan. 


"  Hail,  Bristol  town!  Bceotia  now  no  mure; 

Since     Garrick's     Sappho     sings,      dwugh     ratlicr 
slowly : 
All  hail  Miis  Hannah !  worth  at  least  a  score, 
L  Ay,  twenty  score,  of  Chatterton  and  Rowley." — • 

I 

I 


•  A  l^y  talked  offar  her  Rhyme)  ^  and  cmpluticaUycaUed.bya 
of  Ri!>der»,  Out  Tenth  How. 
t  A  i«ir  of  TruKn1icB> 
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Men  of  prodigious  parts  are  mostly  shy ; 

Great  Newton's  self  this  failing  did  inherit ; 
Thus  frequent  j/OM  avoid  the  public  eye, 

And  hide  in  lurking-holes  a  world  of  merit. 

Vet  oft  your  cautious  Modesties  I  see, 

AVben  from  your  bower  with  Bats  you  wing  the  dark  ; 
And  Sundays,  when  no  Catchpoles  prowl  for  prey. 

On  ether  dining  in  St.  James's  Park.  ■  i  W 

Meek  Sirs,  in  frays  you  choose  not  to  appear 
(A  circiunstance  most  natural  to  suppose) ; 

And  therefore  liide  your  precious  heads,  for  fear 
Some  angry  Bard  abus'd  should  pull  your  nose. 

The  World's  loud  plaudit,  lo!  you  don't  desire, 

Nor  do  you  hastily  on  Books  decide; 
Blit  first  at  ev'ry  Coffee-house  inquire, 

How  in  their  favour  runs  the  public  tide. 


Tliere  \Visdom  often,  with  a  critic  wig, 

The  face  demure,  knit  brows,  and  forehead  scowling, 
I've  seen  o'er  Pamphlets,  with  importance  big, 

Mousing  for  faults ;  or,  if  you'U  have  it,  owiing. 
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Herculean  Gentlemen,  I  dread  your  drubs ; 

Pity  the  lifted  whites  of  both  my  eyes : 
Strung  with  new  strength,  beneath  your  massy  clubs, 

Alas !  I  shall  not  an  Antaeus  rise. 

Lo,  tike  an  Elephant  along  the  ground, 

Great  Caliban,  tlie  Giant  Johnson,  stretch'd! 

The  British  Roscius  too  your  clubs  confound, 

Whose  fame  the  furthest  of  the  stars  hath  reach'd. 

If  such  so  easy  sink  beneath  your  might, 
Ye  Gods !  I  may  be  done  for  in  a  trice : 

Hurl'd  by  your  rage  to  everlasting  night;  ^^y^ 

Crack'd  with  that  ease  a  beggar  cracks  bis  lice.  ,' 

If,  awful  Sirs,  you  grant  me  my  petition, 

With  brother -pamplilets  shall  my  Pamphlet  sMnc ; 

And,  should  it  chance  to  pass  a  first  edition, 
In  Capitals  shall  stare  your  praise  divine. 

Quote  firom  my  Work  as  much  as  e'er  you  please;-   , 
For  extracts,  lo!  I'll  put  no  angry  face  on ; 

Nor  fill  a  hungry  lawyers  fist  with  fees, 

To  trounce  a  Bookseller,  like  fiirious  Mason". 


*  Tbe  coDttst  between  Mr.  Muoa  ind  a  Rook  seller  ia  iteaenlly  kuov 
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10  ADDRESS   TO   THE    REVIEWERS. 

Sage  Sirs,  if  favour  in  your  sight  I  find, 

If  Fame  you  grant,  111  blesg  each  gen'rous  giver; 

Wish  you  sound  Coats,  good  Stomachs,  Masters  kind*. 
Gallons  of  Broth,  and  pounds  of  Bullock's  Liver. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  REVIEWERS. 

The  fbllowing  AddrMi  to  the  Rrriaecri  waa  written  for  a  poetical  Friend  w 
bad  suffered  by  their  Severity. 

Tis  hard,  Messieurs  Reviewers,  'pon  my  soul. 
You  thus  should  lord  it  o'er  the  world  of  AVit: 

No  higher  court  your  sentence  to  control, 
You  hang,  or  you  reprieve,  as  you  thini:  fit. 

Whether,  in  calf,  your  labours  of  the  year 
Hank  with  immortal  Hards,  or  boxes  line ; 

Or,  torn  for  secret  services,  oh  dear ! 
Are  offer'd  up  at  Cloacina's  shrine :  — 

Whether  you  look  all  rosy  roiind  the  gills. 
Or  hatchet-fac'd  like  starving  Cats  so  lean ; 

Whether  your  Criticism  each  [KMrket  fills 
With  halfpence,  keepingyou  close-shav'd  and  clean :- 
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Whether  in  gorgeous  raunent  you  appear, 
Or  tatters  ready  from  your  backs  to  fall ; 

Whether  with  pompous  wigs  to  guard  each  ear, 
Or  whether  you've  no  wigs  or  ears  at  all : — 

Whether  you  look  like  Gentlemen  or  Thieves, 

I  hate  usurpers  of  the  critic  throne ; 
Therefore  his  compliments  the  Poet  gives, 

And  humbly  hopes  you'll  let  his  Lines  alone. 

Stay  till  he  asks  your  thoughts,  ye  forward  Sages; 

Officiousness  the  modest  Bard  abjures : 
'Tis  surely  pert  to  meddle  with  his  pages, 

Who  never  deign'd  to  look  in  one  of  yours. 
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LYRIC  ODES 

TO  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR  BfDCCLXXXn. 

BY  PETER  PINDAR,  ESQ. 

A  DISTANT  RELATION  OF  THE  POET  OF  THEBES, 
AND  LAUREAT  TO  THE  ACADEMY. 


Arma  Viroaque  omo. 

Paimt  and  the  Men  of  Canvas  fire  my  lays, 
Who  show  their  Works  for  profit  and  for  praise; 
Whose  pockets  know  most  comfortable  fillings, 
Gaming  Two  7%oumtd  Psimdf  a  year  by  SUtttsfs. 


LYRIC  ODES. 


ODE  I. 

ni 

Peter  ifheth  aa  Aeconnt  of  hit  gnait  Rflnlion— boastctb-'prauetb  Sir  Wil- 
liam  ChBniben  anil  Snund-Hnus— •pploudetb  Sir  Joilnui  Kejaoldi,  uid 
RhoflieUi  deep  duuc  Leamiiig. 

Mt  Cousin  Pindar,  in  his  Odea, 

Applauded  Horse-jockeys  and  Gods, 
Wrestlers  and  Boxers,  in  his  Verse  divine : 

Then  shall  not  I,  who  boast  his  fire, 

And  old  hereditary  Lyre, 
To  British  Painters  give  a  golden  Line  ? 

Say,  shall  yon  Dome  stupendous  rise, 

Striking  with  Attic  front  the  skies, 
The  nursing  Dame  of  many  a  Painting  Ape  * ; 

And  I  immortal  Rhyme  refuse, 

To  tell  the  Nations  round  the  oeivs, 
And  make  Posterity  with  wonder  gape  ? 

•  Tltts  exprv.'ilon  is  by  no  inrani  meant  to  convey  the  idra  of  insult,  Thert 
■  KrHtlpropnety.iTDot  poetry,  in  it  The  Rcadu  wiU  ptoaie  lor«(^allect,lbat 
Poinling  a  an  imiiative  art :— MDiikcyi  arc  prwiligiaiii  inulaluni  wiinen  my 
own  Ode*.    Bciidea,  Pope  complimeolt  the  immortal  Newton  by  a  limilar 


I  own  Ode*. 

I  aOoiiDD. 
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^ 


Spirit  of  Cousin  Pindar,  ho  ! 

By  all  tiiy  Odes,  the  World  shall  know 
That  Chambers  plann'd  it;  be  his  name  rever'd ! 

Sir  William's  Journeymen  and  tools 

(No  pupils  of  the  Cliinese  schools), 
With  stone,  and  wood,  and  lime,  the  Fabric  rear'd. 

Thus  having  put  the  Knight  in  rhyme, 
Stone,  men,  and  timber,  tools  and  lime, 

Now  lei  us  see  what  this  rare  Dome  contains ; 
Where  rival  Artists  for  a  name, 
Bit  by  that  glorious  mad-dog  Fame, 

Have  fix'd  the  labours  of  their  brush  and  brains. 

0  Muse !  Sir  Joshua's  master-hand 
Shall  first  our  lyric  laud  command : 

Lo !  Tarleton  dragging  on  his  boot  so  ti^t ; 
His  Horses  feel  a  godlike  rage, 
And  long  with  Yankeys  to  engage ; 

I  think  I  hear  them  snorting  for  the  light. 

Behold  with  fire  each  eye-ball  glowing ! 

1  wish  indeed  their  manes  so  flowing 

Were  more  like  hair :  the  Brutes  had  been  as  good. 
If,  daming  with  such  classic  force. 
They  had  resembled  less  that  Horse 

Call'd  Trojan,  and  by  Greeks  compos 'd  oiwood. 


* 
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Now  to  yon  Angel  let  us  go ; 

A  fine  performance  too,  I  trow, 
Who  rides  a  Cloud,  indeed  a  poorish  hack  : 

Which  to  my  mind  doth  certes  bring 

That  easy  bum-delighting  thing 
Rid  by  the  Chancellor,  yclep'd  a  Sack, 

Yet,  Reynolds,  let  me  feirly  say. 

With  pride  I  poui'  the  Lyric  lay 
To  most  things  by  thy  able  hand  exprest : 

Compar'd,  alas !  to  other  men. 

Thou  art  an  Eagle  to  a  Wren. — 
Now,  Mistress  Muse,  attend  on  Mister  West. 

ODE  IL 

peter  fallelli  foul  aa  Mr.  Weit  for  repreientlni;  onr  bicswd  Htdeemer  like 
■n  Old-clothcvMan-' and  for  misrepreneniuig  tlic  Aposlles.— Peter  de- 
>cHbeth  Saint  Pnur,  nnd  Judas,  aiid  ilic  Apo'tlei-CultctU  np  Mr.  VfaVt 
Angeli— Attackslh  BDoiher  Piciuro  of  Mr.  We»l's— Weepelli  oyer  Ibe  hard 
Fate  of  Ptioces  Octavliu  and  Aui;4Uliu.   Clulilrea  of  uur  JV[(ist  Gloiioui 

O  West,  what  hath  thy  pencil  done? 

Wliy,  painted  God  Almighty's  Son 
Like  an  Old-clothes-Man  about  London  street ! 

Place  in  his  hand  a  rusty  bag, 

To  hold  each  sweet  collected  rag ; 
We  then  shall  see  the  character  complete. 
TOt.  I.  c 
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Th'  Apostles  too,  I'm  much  afraid, 
Were  not  the  fellows  thou  hast  made ; 

For  Heaven's  sake,  West,  pray  rub  them  out  again : 
There's  not  a  mortal  who  believes 
They  look'd  like  old  Sal vator's  *  Thieves, 

Although  they  might  not  look  like  Gentlemen. 

Saint  Paul  most  candidly  declares, 

He  could  not  give  himself  high  airs 
Upon  his  person,  which  was  rather  homely ; 

But  really,  as  for  all  the  rest, 

Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  beast, 
They  all  were  decent  Labourers,  and  comely. 

Thy  Spirits  too  can't  boast  the  Graces; 

Two  Indian  Angels  by  their  faces : 
But  speak,  where  are  their  wings  to  mount  the  wind? 

One  would  suppose  Mac  Bride  f  had  met  'em : 

If  thou  hast  spare  ones,  quickly  get  'em ; 
Or  else  the  Lads  will  both  be  left  behind. 

*  • 

Ghost  of  Octavius,  teU  the  Bard, 
Apd  thou,  Augustus,  us'd  so  hard^ 

•  Salvator  Rosa,  happy  in  his  chanurteri  of  Banditti. 

t  Captain  Mac  Bride,  fiunons  for  wigging  men  of  war,  as  well  as  partridfe* 
^ee  his  letter  to  the  Ad»iilty. 
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Why  Wert  hath  inurder'd  you,  my  tender  Lambs: 
You  bring  to  mind  vile  Richard's  deed, 
Who  bid  your  Royal  Cousins  bleed. 

For  which  the  world  the  Tyrant's  memory  damns. 

West,  I  must  own  thou  dost  inherit 
Some  portion  of  the  painting  spirit ; 

But  trust  me,  not  extraordinary  things: 
Some  merit  thou  must  surely  owo. 
By  getting  up  so  near  the  Throne, 

And  gaining  whispers  from  the  Best  of  Kings. 


Peter  admlntstereth  nge  A*H«  to  very  yonng  Painten. 

People  must  mount  by  slow  degrees  to  glorj-; 

Tis  stairs  must  lead  us  to  the  Attic  story  : 
Thus  thought  ray  great  old  namesake,  Peter  Czar;' 

Who  bound  himself,  in  Holland,  to  a  trade; 

A  very  pretty  Carpenter  he  made  ; 
And  then  went  home*,  and  built  a  man  of  war. 

The  Lad  who  would  a  'Pothecary  sliine, 
Should  powder  claws  of  crabs,  and  jalap,  fine; 
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Keep  the  shop  clean,  and  watch  it  like  a  porter ; 
Learn  to  boil  glysters ;  nay,  to  give  them  too. 
If  blinking  Nurses  can't  the  business  do  ; 

Write  well  the  labels,  and  wipe  well  the  mortar.  j 

Before  that  Boys  can  rise  to  Master-tanners, 
Humble  those  boys  must  be,  and  mind  tlieir  manners ; 

Despising  Pride,  whose  wish  it  is  to  wreck  'em : 
And  moniiugs,  with  a  bucket  and  a  stick, 
Should  never  once  disdain  to  pick,  | 

From  street  to  street,  rich  lumps  of  Ailiu?n  Gracum. 

Thus  should  young  limning  Lads  themselves  demean; 

Learn  how  to  keep  tlicir  Master's  brushes  clean, 
And  learn  to  squeeze  the  colours  from  the  bladders ; 

Furbish  up  rags,  the  shining  ptitlet  set, 

Keep  tlie  knives  bright,  and  eke  the  easel  neat: 
Such  arts  to  Fame's  high  temple  are  the  ladders. 

Young  men,  so  useful  are  the  arts  I  mention 

(Believe  me,  not  an  atom  is  invention), 
The  instant  that  I  pen  this  Ode,  I  know 

A  Jew-like,  sbock-poU'd,  scrubby,  short,  black  maB,] 

More  like  a  Cobler  than  a  Gentleman, 
Working  on  canvas,  like  a  Dog  in  dough. 

By  Heavens,  with  scarce  more  knowledges  than  tlicse,  I 
He  earns  a  guinea  every  day  witli  ease ; 
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Attempteth  heads  of  Princes,  Dogs,  Cats,  Squires: 
Now  on  a  Monkey  ventureth,  now  a  Saint ; 

Talks  of  hiinsetf,  and  much  himself  admires, 
And  struts  the  veriest  Bantam-cock  oi  paint. 

But  mind  me,  youths,  I  don't  conceit  advise, 
Because  'tis  fulsome  to  men's  ears  and  eyes ; 
Whose  tongues  might  cover  you  with  ridicule : 
And  praV)  who  loves  the  appellation,  Fool? 

Yet  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  Muse  can  say, 
You  will  ijisist  on  going  the  wrong  way, 
^\nd  wish  to  be  a  laughing-stock ; 
Copy  our  little  old  black  Bantam  Cock: 

Whose  soul,  moreover,  of  such  sort  is. 
With  so  much  acrimony  overflows. 
As  makes  him,  whcresoe'er  he  goes, 

A  walking  thumb-bottle  oi  aqua-fortis. 
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ODE  IV. 

The  Lyric  Bard  commendeth  Mr.  Gainboroagh's  Pi|f— Recommendeth 

Lvidictpe  to  the  Artot. 

And  now,  O  Muse,  with  song  so  big. 

Turn  round  to  Gainsborough's  Girl  and  Pig, 
Or  Pig  and  Girl  I  rather  should  have  said : 

The  Pig  in  white,  I  must  allow, 

Is  really  a  well-painted  Sow ; 
I  wish  to  say  the  same  thing  of  the  Maid. 

As  for  poor  Saint  Leger  and  Prince, 

Had  I  their  places  I  should  wince, 
Thus  to  be  gibbeted  for  weeks  on  high ; 

Just  like  your  Felons  after  death, 

On  Bagsbot  or  on  Hounslow  Heath, 
That  force  from  travellers  the  pitying  sigh. 

Yet  Gainsborough  has  great  merit  too, 

Would  he  his  charming  ^or/e  pursue, 
To  mind  his  Landscape  have  the  modest  grace : 

Yet  there  sometimes  are  Nature's  tints  despis'd ; 

I  wish  them  more  attended  to,  and  prized. 
Instead  of  trumpery  that  usurps  their  place. 
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Peter  qaarreletlt  w]th  Fat— ProveHi  iti  fatal  Inconveniencei— Aceonnleth  for 
the  Leanueu  and  Rags  of  the  Mwes— DiipUycth  Military  Science-Telletli  a 
WDodcrTul  Staiy  of  «  Spuub  MarqnU- Tilkclli  sensibly  of  i  Greyhound,  a 
Hawk,  luidaRacfrJiane— PiiintBtb  outtlie  piopeiSubjecU  for  Grease. 

Painters  and  Poets  never  should  be  fat; 
Sons  of  Apollo,  listen  well  to  that : 
Fat  is  foul  weather,  dims  the  Fancy's  sight : 
In  poverty,  the  wits  more  nimbly  muster; 
Thus  Stars,  when  pinch 'd  by  frost,  cast  keener  lustre 
L  On  the  black  blanket  of  Old  Mother  Night. 


Your  heavy  fat,  I  will  maintain, 
Is  perfect  Birdlhne  of  the  brain ; 
And,  as  to  goldfinches  the  birdlime  clings, 
Fat  holds  ideas  by  the  legs  and  wings. 


Fat  flattens  the  most  brilliant  tlioughts, 

Like  the  Bufl-stop  on  harpsichords  or  spinets; 

MufiUng  their  pretty  little  tuneftil  throats, 
That  would  have  chirp 'd  away  like  Linnets. 
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Not  only  fat  is  hurtful  to  the  Arts, 
But  Love,  at  fat  even  Love  Almighty  starts : 
Love  hates  large,  lubberly,  fat,  clumsy  fellows. 
Panting  and  blowing  like  a  blacksmith's  Bellows. 

In  Parliament,  amidst  the  various  chat, 
What  eloquence  of  North's  is  lost  by  fat! 
Mute  in  his  head -piece  on  his  bosom  hung, 
How  many  a  speech  has  slept  upon  his  tongue ! 

So  far  Apollo's  right,  I  needs  must  own, 
To  keep  his  Sons  and  Daughters  high  in  bone : 
The  Nipe  too,  as  from  history  we  glean, 
Are,  like  Don  Quixote's  Rosinante,  lean ; 

Who  likewise  fancy  all  incumbrance  bad. 
And  therefore  travel  very  thinly  dad ; 
Looking  like  dan)sels  just  escap'd  from  Jails, 
With  backs  alfresco^  and  with  tatter'd  tails. 

How,  with  large  rolls  of  fat,  would  act 

A  Soldier,  or  a  Sailor  ? 
And  'tis  a  well-attested  fact, 

Apollo  was  as  nimble  as  a  Taylor. 
How  could  he  else  have  caught  that  handsome  flirt, 
Miss  Daphne,  racbg  through  the  pools  and  dirt? 
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The  Marquis  of  Cerona,  of  great  parts, 

Could  scarce  support  himself,  he  was  so  big : 
He  starv'd,  drank  vinegar  by  pints  aiid  quarts; 
And  got  down  to  a  Christian,  fi-om  a  Pig, 
Some  Author  says,  his  skin  (but  some  will  doubt  him) 
Would  fold  a  half-a-dozen  times  about  him. 

Reader,  of  lie  I  urge  not  an  iota : 

His  Skin  would  really  round  his  body  come, 
Though  light  before  as  parchment  on  a  drum. 

Just  like  a  Portuguese  Capota. 


Yes,  yes,  indeed  I  solemnly  repeat, 
Painters  and  Bards  should  very  little  eat; 
No  matter,  verily,  how  slight  their  fare ; 
Nay,  though,  Cameleon-like,  they  fed  on  air. 

Else  they're  like  Ladies  much  inclin'd  to  feeding; 
Who  often,  when  they  fatten,  leave  oft'  breeding : 
Or  like  the  Hen,  facetious  Esop's  story. 
So  known,  I  shall  not  lay  the  tale  before  ye. 

You  would  not  load  with  fat  a  Running-horse, 
Or  Grcyliound  you  design'd  to  course ; 
Nor  would  you  fatten  up  the  Hawk, 
You  mean  to  nimble  birds  to  falk. 
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Then  pray,  young  Brushmen,  if  you  wish  to  thrive, 
And  keep  your  genius  and  the  Art  alive, 

Gobble  not  quantities  of  flesh  and  fish  up : 
Beings  who  can  no  harm  from  fat  receive, 
May  feast  securely ;  then  for  Heaven's  sake  leave 

Grease  to  an  Alderman,  a  Hog,  or  Bishop. 


ODE  VI. 

Peter  flattereth  Mr.  Mason  Chamberlin— and  that  most  hrilUttnt  Landscape 
Painter,  Mr.  Loutherbourg.— Peter  admireth,  praiseth,  and  consdletb,  the 
Engliflh  Claude,  Wibon. 

Thy  Portraits,  Chamberlin,  may  be 

A  likeness,  far  as  I  can  see ; 
;But,  faith,  I  cannot  praise  a  single  feature : 

Yet,  when  it  so  shall  please  the  Lord 

To  make  his  people  out  of  boardy 
Thy  pictures  will  be  tolerable  nature. 

And,  Loutherbourg,  when  Heaven  so  wills 

To  make  brass  skies,  and  golden  hills. 
With  tnarble  bullocks  in  glass  pastures  grazing; 

Thy  reputation  too  will  rise. 

And  people,  g^pu^g  ^^h  surprisi^ 
Cry,  ^'  Monsieur  Loutherbourg  is  most  amazing  T 
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But  thou  must  wait  for  that  event, 
Perhaps  the  change  is  never  meant ; 

TiM  then,  with  me  tliy  pencil  will  not  shine : 
Till  tlien,  old  red-nos'd  Wilson's  Art 
Will  hold  its  empire  o'er  my  heart. 

By  Britain  left  in  poverty  to  pine. 

But,  honest  Wilson,  never  mind; 

Immortal  praises  thou  shalt  find. 
And  for  a  dinner  have  no  cause  to  fear. — 

Thou  start'st  at  my  prophetic  Rhymes  : 

Don't  be  impatient  for  those  times ; 
Wait  till  thou  hast  been  dead  a  hundred  year. 


ODE  VII. 

PetcT  bnflkelli  ant  iota  Lcuhuiei  and  talkcih  Latin— Adviietli  youD|;  Artists 
to  do  no  more  than  tbey  am  da— RecoiDinendeth  to  carh  llie  Knowled^  of 
hi*  Geniiu.  —  Peter  (aJkelh  of  EMOfa  F3lil««,  aud  Mr.  Stnbbi.— PeMr 
Tentoreth  an  tbe  Stage- Recordeth  the  Story  of  an  Actor,  and  concludalb 
bcetiomly. 

*'  Qvtjit,  Altxcenas,  ul  nemo  (}utvn  sibi  sortem  f" 

Was  partly  written  for  those  fools 
Who  slight  the  very  Art  t^iat  would  support  'em, 

In  spite  of  Gratitude's  and  Wisdom's  rules.  ^ 
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It  brings  to  mind  old  Esbp's  tale,  so  sweet, 
Of  a  poor  counlry-bumkin  of  a  Stag, 

Who  us'd  to  curse  liis  clumsy  lej;s  and  feet, 
But  of  his  horns  did  wonderfully  brag : 

Unlike  our  London  poor  John  Bulls, 
Who,  from  the  wardrobe  of  their  sculls, 
Could,  with  the  greatest  pleasure,  piecemeal  tear 
Such  pretty-lookmg  ornamental  gear. 

But,  to  the  story  of  the  Buck; 

Like  many  English  ones,  much  out  of  luck. 

When  to  a  thicket  Master  Buck  was  chas'd. 
His  favourite  horns  contriv'd  to  spoil  his  trot, 

By  keeping  the  young  Squire  in  limbo  fast 
Till  Jolin  the  Huntsman  came  and  cut  hi 


I 


Unfortunately  for  tlic  Graphic  Art, 
Painters  too  often  their  true  genius  Ihivart : 
Mad  to  accomplish  what  can  ne'er  be  done, 
They  form  for  Criticism  a  world  of  fun. 

The  man  of  History  longs  to  deal  in  hide, 
Quits  lasting  oil  for  perishable  spittle: 
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S9      ^H 

The  man  of  Miniature  to  History  springs ; 

^1 

Mounts  with  an  ardour  wild  the  broom-like  brush 

"    .^^1 

Makes  for  sublimity  a  daring  push. 

9A.  ^^1 

And  shows,  like  Icarus,  his  feeble  wings. 

'  ^1 

Tis  said  that  nought  so  much  the  temper  rubs 

^1 

Of  that  ingenious  artist  Mister  Stubbs, 

^^1 

As  calling  him  a  Horse-painter : — how  strange, 

^H 

That  Stubbs  the  title  should  desire  to  change !    . 

^^^ 

Yet  doth  he  curses  on  th'  occasion  utter, 

oD  ^^1 

And,  foolish,  quarrel  with  his  bread  and  butter. 

^H 

Yes,  after  Landscape,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 

btiA,   ^^H 

This  very  Mister  Stubbs  prodigious  mad  is  : 

So  quits  his  Horse,  on  whidi  the  man  might  ride 

^1 

To  Fame's  fair  temple,  happy  and  unhurt ; 

^^^^H 

And  takes  a  Hobby-horse  to  gall  bis  pride,          ^ 

^^^H 

That  flings  him,  like  a  lubber,  in  the  dirt. 

^^^1 

The  self-same  folly  reigns  too  on  the  Stage, 

^1 

Such  for  impopsibilities  the  rage  !                         i 

^^^H 

■The  man  of  Farce,  to  Tragedy  aspires ;                 , 

^^^^1 

1             And,  calf-like  bellowing,  feels  heroic  fires. 

^^^^1 

1            Weston  for  Hamlet  and  Othello  sigh'd, 

A\  ^^H 

1           And  thouglit  it  devUbh  hard  to  be  denied. 

A 
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The  courtly  Abinglon's  untoward  star 

Wanted  her  reputation  much  to  mar, 

And  sink  the  Lady  to  the  Washing-tub ; 

So  whisper *d,  "Mistress  Abington,  play  Scrub." 

To  folly  full  as  great  some  imp  may  lug  her, 

And  bid  her  slink  in  Filch,  and  Abel  Druggcr. 

An  Actor,  living  at  tliis  time 

That  now  I  pen  my  Verse  sublime, 
Could  not,  to  save  his  soul,  find  out  hiajhrle: 

But  lo  J  it  happen'd  on  a  lucky  night, 

fie  on  the  subject  got  a  deal  of  H^t ; 
And  thus  doth  Fame  the  circumstance  report: — 

After  exhibiting  to  pit  and  boxes, 

To  take  a  dram  the  Actor  stroll'd  to  Fox's*; 

Where  soon  his  Friend  came  in,  such  fine  things  saying! 
Offering  a  thousand  pretty  salutations, 
Witli  full-confirming  oath -ejaculations, 

Unto  this  Son  of  Thespis,  for  his  playing. 

"  By  Heavens!"  quoth  he,  "unrivall'd  is  thy  merit; 
TTiou  play'dst  to-night,  ray  friend,  with  matcliless  spirits 
Zounda,  my  dear  fellow,  let  me  go  to  bell 
If  ever  part  was  acted  half  ao  well." 
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The  Actor  blush'd,  and  bow'd,  and  silly  look'd, 
To  hear  such  compliments  so  nicely  cook'd : — 
Getting  the  better  of  his  maucaise  honte. 
And  staring  at  the  other's  steady  front : 

He  ask'd,  "  What  part,  pray,  mean  ye?  for,  in  troth, 
I  know  of  none  that  you  should  so  commend." — 
"  What  part ! "  replied  the  other  with  an  oath : 
"  The  kind-part  of  a  Jack-ass*,  my  dear  friend." 

The  Player,  pleas'd  instead  of  being  hurt,      ,  -nmm 
Thank'd  him  for  the  discovery  of  Yi\&  forte; 
Pursued  his  genius,  sought  no  higher  game,' 
.And  by  his  Jack-ass  won  unenvied  feme. 


Peter  abiuetb  Mr.  and  Mn.  Cuway. 

Fie,  Cosway !  I'm  asham'd  to  say 

Thou  own'st  the  title  of  R.  A. ; 
I  fear,  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  Devil's  sending. 

Some  honest  calling  quickly  find; 

And  bid  thy  Wife  her  kitchen  mind, 
Or  shirts  and  shifts  be  making  or  be  mending. 


■  A  part  in  one  oT  Uie  pantomime,  wLlcl 
bnyitif,  obitiiMry,  and  tail-nrigRliiie. 


a  lurgv  portion  of  kJckinc, 
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If  .Madam  cannot  make  a  shirt, 

Or  mend,  or  from  it  wash  the  dirt, 
Better  than  paint,  the  Poet  for  thee  feels ; 

Or  take  a  stitch  up  in  thy  stocking 

(Which  for  a  Wife  is  very  shocking), 
I  pity  the  condition  of  thy  heels. 

Wnat  vanity  was  in  your  sculls, 

To  make  you  act  so  like  two  fools, 
T*expose  your  daubs,   though  made  with  wondrous 

pains  out? 

Could  RaphaelV  angry  Ghost  arise. 

And  on  the  figures  cast  his  eyes. 
He'd  catch  a  pistol  up,  and  blow  your  brains  out. 

Muse,  in  this  criticism,  I  fear. 

Thou  really  hast  been  too  severe: 

Cosway  paints  Miniature  with  truth  and  spirit. 

And  Mistress  Cosway  boasts  a  fund  of  merit 

Be  more  like  courtly  Horace's  thy  page; 
And  shun  of  furious  Juvenal  the  rage, 
Of  whom  old  Scaiiger  asseits,  "  guijugulat'' — 
Id  est,  "  the  fellow  would  not  murder  boggle  at" 
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This  Scaliger  employs  too  the  word  '■'■  trucidat ;" 

That  is,  "  the  Bard  would  dash  tlirough  thick  and  thin, 
And.  Uke  a  Ruffian,  would  so  use  ye  that 

k"       

^^^^Peter   uUbitcth   Oibte   Koawledge  — Conitcmiwth   ImiutorB— uid   nuikel 
I  ComparlMiu. 


ODE  IX. 


Sir  Joshua  (for  I've  read  my  Bible  over), 
Of  whose  fine  art  I  own  myself  a  lover, 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Matthew,  the  first  Chapter : 
Abram  got  Isaac — Isaac,  Jacob  got — 
Joseph  to  get,  was  lucky  Jacob's  lot; 
And  all  his  Brotiiers, 
Who  very  naturally  made  others; 
Continuing  to  the  end  of  a  long  Chapter ; 
A  Genealogy  I  read  h  ith  rapture. 

Yet,  possibly,  not  with  so  much  delight 

As  Queensbury's  Duke,  delighting  in  good  courses. 

Reads  (which  I'm  told  he  doth  from  mom  to  night) 
The  noble  Pedigrees  of  Running-horses ; 

Penn'd  witti  a  deal  of  subtlety  and  labour 

By  that  great  turf-Apostle,  Mister  Heber. 
vox,.  I.  D 


L 
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Sir  Joshua's  bappy  pencil  hath  produced 
A  host  of  Copyists,  much  of  Uie  sune  feature ; 

By  which  tiie  Alt  hath  greatly  been  abus'd : 
I  own  Sir  Joshua  great,  but  Nature  greater. 

But  what,  alas  !  is  ten  times  worse, 
The  progress  of  tlie  Art  to  curse, 
The  Copyists  have  been  copied  too, 
And  that,  Fin  sure,  will  never  do. 

Such  PaititcrB  are  like  Pointers  hunting  game, 
Intent  on  pleasure  and  dog-fame. — 
Suppose  a  half-a-dozen  Dogs,  or  more. 
Snuffing,  and  ecaiupcriog,  crossing  the  field  o'er. 

One  Pointer  scents  the  Partridge ;  pouita, 
Fix'd  like  a  statue  on  the  pleasing  gale : 
How  act  the  others? — stop  their  scamp'ring  joints; 
And,  lo!  one's  nose  is  on  bis  neighbour's  tail. 

Perhaps  this  Dog-comparison  of  iuine. 
Though  vastly  natural  and  vastly  One, 
May  not  be  iiilly  understooti 
By  all  the  youngling  Painter-brood; 
Tliereforc,  tJiat  into  error  they  mayn't  loam, 
I  tiiink  Ml  be  a  litUc  mure  at  horn. 
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Suppose  a  Damsel  of  the  Cyprian  dass, 
A  frcsh-unported,  lovely,  blooming  lass. 

Cay,  careless,  smiling,  ogling,  in  the  Park : 
Suppose  those  charms,  so  pleasing  to  the  eye, 
Catch  the  wild  glance,  and  start  the  amorous  sigh. 

Of  some  young  roving  Military  Spark : 

Lo !  as  if  touch'd  by  bailiff*,  or  by  thunder, 
Sudden  he  stops,  all-over  staring  wonder: 
A  thousand  fancies  his  warm  brain  surround; 
And  nail'd.  as  if  by  magic,  to  the  ground. 
He  points  towards  those  fascinating  charms 
Tliat  rous'd  die  host  of  passions  up  in  arms. 

A  Brother  Ensign  spies  the  stock-still  Lad, 
And  sudden  halts,  grave  pond'riiig  what  it  means : — 

Another  Ensign,  taking  this  for  mad. 
Upon  his  supple-jack,  deep  marveling,  leans: 

Another  Ensign  after  him  too,  sauntering, 
Stops  short,  end  to  his  eye  applies  his  ^ass, 

To  know  what  stay'd  his  Brother  Ensign's  cantcrhig: 
Not  dreaming  of  that  eye-catcher,  the  Lass. 

Thus  ODsmg  one  the  other's  back. 

Stands  in  a  goodly  row  the  King's  red  pack: 


^ 
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Except  iHtke  first y  whom  Nature's  charms  inflame  *, 
His  nose  is  properly  towards  the  Game. — 

E*en  so  the  President,  to  Nature  true, 
Doth  mark  her  form,  and  all  her  haunts  pursue ; 
Whilst  half  the  silly  Brushmen  of  the  land. 
Contented,  take  the  Nymph  at  second-hand : 
Imps,  who  just  boast  the  merit  of  translators; 
Horace's  "  servum  pecus'* — imitators. 


ODE  X. 

peter  jeereth  Mesiieiin  Serres  and  Zoffimi,  and  praiseUi  and  condenmetii 

Mr.  Barret. 

Serres  and  Zoffani,  I  ween, 

I  better  works  than  yours  have  seen : 

You'll  say,  no  compliment  can  well  be  colder ; 
Why,  as  you  scarce  are  in  your  prime. 
And  wait  the  strengthening  hand  of  Time, 

I  hope  that  you'll  improve  as  you  grow  older  *. 

Believe  me.  Barret,  thou  hast  truth  and  taste; 
Yet  sometimes  art  thou  apt  to  be  unchaste; 

*  The  firbt  is  about  seventy  years  of  age,  and  the  last  sixty>tliree  or  sixty- 
four.  / 
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Too  oft  thy  pencil,  or  thy  genius,  flags ; 

Too  oft  thy  Landscapes,  Bonfires  seem  to  be; 

And  in  thy  bustling  Clouds,  niethinks  I  see 
The  resurrection  of  old  Rags. 

O  Catton,  our  poor  feelings  spare ! 

Suppress  thy  trash  another  year; 
Nor  of  thy  folly  make  us  say  a  hard  thing.— 

And,  lo!  those  daubs  among  the  many, 

Painted  by  Mister  Edward  Penny; 
TJiey  truly  are  not  worth  a  \\aM  a.  farthing. 


f        a 


0>rE  year  the  Powers  of  Fasliion  rule 
In  favour  of  the  Roman  scliool; 
-Then  hey  for  drawing,  Raphael  and  Poussin ! 

The  following  year,  the  Flemish  school  shall  strike ; 
Tlien  hey  for  colouring,  Rubens  and  Vandyke! 
And,  lo!  the  Roman  is  not  wortli  a  pin. 
Be  not  impos'd  upon  by  Fashion's  roar: 

Fashion  too  often  makes  a  monstrous  noise ; 
I  Rids  us,  a  fickle  jade,  like  fools  adore 

I  The  poorest  trash,  the  meanest  toys- 
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And  as  a  gang  bf  Thieves  a  bodtle  make. 
With  greater  ease  your  purse  to  taJce, 

So  Fashkm  frequently,  her  point  to  ^n, 
Sets  up  a  howl  enough  to  stun  a  stone, 

And  fidrly  picks  the  pocket  of  your  brain ; — 
That  is,  if  any  brain  you  chance  to  own. 

Carry  your  eyes  with  you,  where'er  you  go ; 

For  not  to  trust  to  them,  is  f  abuse  *etn : 
As  Nature  gave  them  t*ye,  you  ought  to  know 

The  wise  old  Lady  meant  that  you  should  use  'em ; 
And  yet,  what  thousands,  to  our  vast  surprise, 
Of  Pictures  judge  by  odier  people's  eyes  ! 

When  Nature  made  a  present  of  a  Nose 
To  each  man's  face,  we  justly  may  suppose 
She  meant,  that  for  itself  the  Nose  should  thinks 
And  judge  in  matters  of  perfume  and  stink ; 
Not  meant  it  for  a  mule  alone,  poor  hack  \ 
To  bear  horn  spectacles  upon  its  back. — 
"  Suppose  it  cannot  smell,  what  then?"  youll  say. — 

Flmg  it  away. 
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Tbe  Lyric  Bard  sroweth  witl;  on  Mr.  Petcre's  Auk«1  and  Child  — and  Madais* 
ADgeGca  Kauffmon. 

DlHAt  Peters,  who,  like  Luke  the  Saint, 

A  mail  of  Gospel  art,  and  Painty 
Thy  pencil  flames  not  with  poetic  fury: 

If  Heaven's  fair  Angela  are  like  thine, 

Our  Bucks,  I  think,  O  grave  Divine, 
May  meet  in  t'other  world  tJie  Nyinphs  of  Dniry. 

The  Infant  Soul  I  do  not  much  admire; 

It  boastetli  somewhat  more  of  flesh  than  fire: 
The  picture,  Peters,  cannot  raucli  adorn  ye. 

Tta  giad  though,  that  tlie  rcd-tac'd  little  Sinner, 

Poor  soul!  hath  made  a  hearty  dinner, 
Before  it  ventur'd  on  ao  long  a  journey. 

Angelica  my  plaudit  gains, 

Her  art  so  sweetly  canvas  stains; 
Her  Dames,  bo  Grecian,  give  me  such  delight: 

But,  were  she  married  to  such  gentk  Males 

As  figure  in  lier  pointed  tales, 
I  fear  she'd  find  a  stupkl  Wedding-night. 
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ODE  XIII. 


Fcter  lasbeth  the  Lidies.~He  turneth  Story-teller.~Peter  ^rieretii. 

Although  the  Ladies  with  such  beauty  blaze, 
They  very  frequently  my  passion  raise; 

Their  charms  cethpensate  scarce  their  want  of  taste. 
Passing  atifiidst  the  Exhibition  crowd, 
I  heard  some  Xy^mseX^ fashionably  loud; 

And  thus  I  give  the  Dialogue  that  passed. 

"  Oh  the  dear  man  1"  cried  one :  "  look,  herie's  a  fionnet ! 
He  shall  paint  me;  I  am  determined  on  it : 

Lord,  cousin,  see!  how  beautiful  the  Gown! 
What  charming  Colours !  here's  fine  Lace,  here's  Gauze ! 

What  pretty  Sprigs  the  fellow  draws ! 
Lord,  cousin,  he's  the  cleverest  man  in  town."—    ^ 

"  Ay,  cousin,"  cries  a  second,  "  very  true; 
And  here,  here's  channing  green,  and  red,  and  blue ; 
There's  a  Complexion  beats  the  rouge  of  Warren : 
See  those  red  Lips,  oh  la !  they  seem  so  nice; 
What  rosy  Cheeks  then,  cottsin,  to  entice ! — 
Comnared  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. 
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"  Cousin,  thift  Limner  quickly  will  be  seen 
Painting  ^e  Princess  Royal,  and  the  Queen : 
Pray,  don't  you  think  as  I  do,  Coz  ? 
But  we'll  be  painted _/fri/,  that's /tea." 

Such  was  the  very  pretty  conversation 

That  pass'd  between  the  pretty  Misses ; 
Whilst  unobserv'd,  the  glory  of  our  nation, 

Close  by  thera  hung  Sir  Joshua's  matchless  pieces : 
Works  that  a  Titian's  hand  could  form  alone;         . , 
Worki  that  a  Rubens  had  been  proud  to  own.         ijW 

Permit  me,  Ladies,  now  to  lay  before  ye 
What  lately  happen'd ;  therefore  a  True  Story.t 


k 


Walking  one  afternoon  along  tlie  Strand,     /^ 
My  wondering  eyes  did  suddenly  expand 
Upon  a  pretty  leash  of  Country  Losses. 
'  Heavens!  my  dear  beauteous  Angels,  how  d'ye  do' 

Upon  my  soul  I'm  monstrous  glad  to  see  ye." — 
'  Swinge  1  Peter,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with^ou; 
M'e're  just  to  London  come:  well,  pray  how  be  yeF 
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"  We're  just  a  going,  white  'tis  light, 

To  see  Saint  Paul's  before  'tis  darli. 
Lord  !  come,  for  once  be  flo  polite, 

And  condescend  to  be  our  Spark." — 

"  With  all  my  heart,  my  Angels." — On  we  walk'd, 
And  much,  of  London,  much  &(  Cornwall,  talk'd. 

Now  did  I  Img  myself  to  think 
How  much  that  glorious  Structure  would  surprise; 
How  from  its  awful  Grandeur  djey  would  shrink, 
With  opea  moutlis  tad  mwling  eyes. 

As  near  to  Ludgate-Hill  wt;  drew, 

Stiinl  Paul's  just  opening  on  our  view; 

Behold,  my  lovely  Strangers,  one  and  all, 

Gave,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  Squaw] ; 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  stones, 

And  some  confounded  cart  had  crush'd  their  bonea.  J 

After  well  fiightening  people  ivith  tUeir  cries. 
And  sticking  to  a  Ribbon-shop  their  eyes, 
They  all  rosh'd  in,  with  sounds  enough  to  stun, 
And,  clattering  alt  together,  thus  begun : 
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"  Swinge!  here  are  Colours  then,  to  please; 

Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  Heaven: 
Why,  not  to  see  such  things  as  these, 

We  never  should  have  been  forgiven. 

"  Here,  here,  are  clever  things:  good  Lord! 

And,  Sister,  here,  upon  my  word; 
Here,  here,  look;  iiere  are  beauties  to  delight: 
Whv,  how  a  body's  heels  might  dance 
Along  irom  Launceston  to  Penzance, 
Before  that  one  might  meet  with  such  a  sight!" — 

"  Come,  Ladies,  'twill  be  dark,"  cried  I,  *'  I  fear: 

Pray  let  us  view  St.  Paul's,  it  is  so  near." — 

"  Lord !  Peter,"  cried  the  Girls,  "  don't  mind  Saint  Paul; 

Sure  you're  a  most  mcurious  soul : 

Why,  we  can  see  the  Church  another  day; 

Don't  be  afraid ;  Saint  Paul's  can't  run  away. 

Reader, 
If  e'er  tlty  bosom  felt  a  thought  sul/lhiie, 
Drop  tears  of  pity  with  the  Man  of  Rhyme. 
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ODE  XIV. 

Peter  disclainiedi  Flattery— Dcscribeth  tlie  Grand  Monarque-and  promifetb 

critical  Caudoar. 

Tis  very  true,  that  Flattery's  not  my Jbrte: 
I  cannot  to  Stupidity  pay  court ; 
And  swear  a  Face  looks  sense  (the  picture  puffing). 
That  boasts  no  more  expression  than  a  Muffin. 

And  yet  a  Frenchman  can  do  this, 

And  think  he  doth  not  act  amiss; 
Although  he  tells  a  most  confounded  lie. 

King  Lewis  leads  me  into  this  remark, 

Caird  by  his  people  all  Le  Grand  Monarque ; 
A  Demi-god  in  every  Frenchman  s  eye. 

His  Portrait  by  some  famous  hand  was  done, 

And  then  exhibited  at  the  solan : 
At  once  a  courtly  Critic  criticises ; 

"  Where  is  the  brilliant  eye,  the  charming  grace, 

The  sense  profound  that  marks  the  royal  face; 
The  soul  of  Lewb,  that  so  very  xvise  is  ?^ 

Yet  when  he  bawl'd  for  Sense,  he  bawFd,  I  wot, 
For  furniture  the  Head  had  never  got. 
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Reader,  believe  me  that  this  gentleman 
Was  form'd  on  Nature's  very  homely  plan : 

Clumsy  in  legs  and  shoulders,  head  and  gullet ; 

His  mouth  abroad  in  seeming  wcHider  lost, 

As  if  its  meaning  had  ^ven  up  the  ghost ; 
His  eye  far  duller  than  a  leaden  bullet ; 

Nature  so  slighting  the  poor  Royal  Knob, 

As  if  she  bargained  for  it  by  the  Job. 

Therefore,  should  mighty  George  or  great  Lord  North, 

Both  gentlefolks  of  high  condition, 
Think  it  worth  while  to  send  their  faces  forth, 

To  stare  amidst  the  Royal  Exhibition ; 

If  likenesses,  I'll  not  condemn  the  Pictures, 
To  compliment  those  mighty  people's  Polls  ; 

I  scorn  to  pass  unfsdr  and  cruel  strictures, 
By  asking  for  the  graces,  or  the  souls. 
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ODE  XV. 

Peter  praiaetli  Mr.  Stabbs,  and  administereth  wholesome  AdTice— Sarpriseth 
Mr.  Hone  wifii  a  Compliment— Conclndeth  with  suspecting  the  Ingratitude 
the  Royal  AeademiciiMu 

Well-pleas'd  thy  Horses,  Stubbs,  I  view, 

And  eke  thy  Dogs,  to  Nature  true ; 
Let  modem  Artists  match  thee,  if  they  can : 

Such  animals  thy  genius  suit ; 

Then  stick,  I  beg  thee,  to  the  Brute, 
And  meddle  not  with  Woman,  nor  with  Man. 

And  now  for  Mister  Nathan  Hone. 

In  Portrait  thou'rt  as  much  <iloney 
As  in  his  Landscapes  stands  th'  unrival'd  Claude : 

Of  Pictures  I  have  seen  enougU, 

Most  vile,  most  execrable  stuff; 
But  none  so  bad  as  thine,  J  vow  to  God 


Thus,  in  the  cause  of  Painting  loyal, 

Sublime  1  Ve  sung  to  Artists  Royal ; 
With  labour-pains  the  Muse  hath  sore  been  torn : 

And  yet  each  Academic  face, 

I  fear  me,  hath  not  got  the  grace 
To  smile  upon  the  Bantling,  now  'tis  bom. 
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MDCCLXXXIII. 


EcCB  iteram  Cimpums! 
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ODE  I. 

Peter  pufleth  away— D'uplayeth  lus  LeaminK— Prniwlli  the  Reviewed— De- 

acribeih  Hinuetf  moil  patbptically— Cansoleth  Hinuell'-Diilikplli  tlic  Road 

9   (0  the  Tetnpte  orPame  by  Means  ofa  Pislol,  Poiaan,  era  Rope— AddreBseth 

gmt  Folkj  — Givctli  tbe  KJTig  a  hrpad  Hinl— Atketh  a  queer  Questiaa— 

Makelb  as  queer  an  Apostrophe  to  Oeniiu. 

Sons  of  the  Brush,  I'm  here  again; 

At  times  a  Pindar,  and  Fontaine, 
Casting  poetic  pearl  (I  fear)  to  swine: 

For  hang  me  if  my  last  year's  Odes 

Paid  rent  for  lodgings  near  the  Gods*, 
Or  put  one  sprat  into  thia  mouth  divine. 

For  Odes,  my  Cousin  had  rump-steaks  to  eat^ 

So  says  Pausanias,  loads  of  dainty  meat: 
And  this  the  towns  of  Greece  to  give  thought  fit. 

The  best  Historians,  one  and  all,  declare 

With  the  most  solemn  air, 
The  Poet  might  have  guttled  till  he  split. 


L  VOL.  I. 


The  atlic  iton* ;  or,  nirordio?  to  tlie  vulgar  phrmr,  Garret. 
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How  different  far,  alas,  my  Worship's  fate! — 

To  sooth  the  horrors  of  an  empty  plate, 
The  grave  possessors  of  the  Critic  throne* 

Gave  me,  in  truth,  a  pretty  treat; 

Of  Flattery,  mind  me,  not  of  Meat; 
For  they,  poor  souls,  like  me,  are  skin  and  bone. 

No,  no;  with  all  my  Lyric  powers, 

I'm  not  like  Mistress  Cosway's  Hours-\, 
Red  as  cock-turkeys,  plump  as  barn-door  chicken : 

Merit  and  I  arc  miserably  off; 

We  both  have  got  a  most  consumptive  cough; 
Hunger  hath  long  our  harmless  bones  been  picking. 

Merit  and  I,  so  innocent,  so  good, 

Are  like  the  little  Children  in  the  Wood; 

And  soon,  Ulte  them,  shall  "  lay  us  down  and  die:" 
May  some  good  Christian  Bard,  in  pity  strong, 
Turn  Redbreast  kind,  and  with  the  sweetest  song 

Bewail  our  hapless  fate  with  \vatry  eye! 

Poor  Chatterton  was  starv'd,  with  all  his  art; 
Some  coDsolatioD  thu  to  my  lean  heart : 

•  See  the  Reviews  for  lul  yew. 

1  A  lubliine  Picture  tlin!  iheexprMdoD  iilralj  Romerial.  Utelair  AiU 
balh,  in  Ute  most  uitpriun|fii>aniier,  commouiaild]  lo  cintiu  Uic  old  Bard's  id 
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Like  him,  in  holes  too,  spider-like,  I  mope; 

And  there  my  Reverence  may  remain,  alas ! — • 
The  World  will  not  discover  it,  the  ass ! 

Until  I  scrape  acquaintance  with  a  rope. 

Then  up  your  Walpoles,  Bryants,  mount  like  bees; 
Then  each  my  powers  with  adoration  sees; 
Nothing  their  kind  civilities  can  hinder: 
*      When  like  an  Otho  I  am  found; 

Like  Jacob's  Sons,  they'll  look  one  t'other  round. 
And  cry,    "  Who  would  have  thought  tliis  a  young 
Pindar?'* 


Hanging's  a  dismal  road  to  Fame; 

Pistols  and  poison  juat  the  same; 
And,  what  is  worse,  one  can't  come  back  again : 

Soon  as  the  beauteous  gem  we  find, 

We  can't  display  it  to  mankind, 
Though  won  with  such  wry  mouths  and  wri^ling  pdo. ' 

Ye  Lords  and  Dukes  so  clever,  say 

(For  you  have  much  to  give  away. 
And  much  your  gentle  patronage  I  lack), 

Speak,  is  it  not  a  crying  sin, 

That  Folly's  guts  are  to  bis  chin, 
While  miiw  «re  slunk  a  mile  into  my  back  f 


k 
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Oft  as  liis  sacred  Majesty  I  sec, 

"  Ah !  George,"  I  sigh,  "  thou  hast  good  tilings 
with  tliec, 
Would  make  me  sportive  as  a  youthful  Cat." 

It  is  not  that  my  soul  so  loyal 

Would  wish  to  wed  the  Princess  Iloyal, 
Or  be  Archbishop;  no,  I'm  not  for  that. 

Nor  really  have  I  got  the  grace 
To  wish  for  Laureat  Whitehead's  place; 
Whose  odes  Cibbcrian,  sweet  yet  very  manly, 
Are  set  witii  equal  sti'engtli  by  Mister  Stanley. — 

Would  not  one  swear  that  Heaven  loved  Fools, 
There's  such  a  number  of  them  made? 

Bum-proof  to  all  the  flogging  of  tlie  schools, 

No  ray  of  knowledge  could  their  sculls  pervade: 

Yet,  take  a  peep  into  tliose  fellows'  breeches, 

AVe  stare  like  Congers,  to  observe  tlieir  riches. 

O  Genius,  what  a  wretch  art  thou ! 

Thou  canst  not  keep  a  mare  nor  cow, 
WiUi  all  thy  complement  of  wit  so  frisky : 

Whilst  Folly,  as  a  mill-horse  blind, 

Beside  his  counter,  gold  can  find, 
And  Sundays  sport  a  sti'umpct  and  a  n-hidy. 
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PHcr  bcginnctli  to  criticb«  — AddreActh  the  British  Rapliael— PramUcUi 
Mr.  West  great  Ihinp,  and  like  ffrtat  Folks  breaks  hia  Word  — lAugheCh  at 
the  Figure  or  King  Clutrlea-Laiheth  tliat  of  Oliver  Cromwell;  and  riilicnlelh 
tbc  Pk'lurc  of  Peter  aad  John  galloping  to  the  Sepnlcbte— Uiuleralaudetli 
pluD-iForii,  andjMtlycandennirth  the  Shortness  of  the  Shirttt  of  Mr.  Weat'i 
Aiiptls—Concltiilelh  iritlimakjiig  that  Artist  abaudMUDe  Offer  of  utAnencui 
Ifflmoitalilj, 

Now  for  my  Criticism  on  Pwnts ; 
Where  bull-dogs,  heroes,  sinners,  SEunts, 
Flames,  thunder,  lightning,  in  confusiou  meet. 
Behold  tiie  works  of  Mister  West! 
That  Artist  first  shall  be  addrest; 
I  His  pencil  with  due  reverence  I  greet. 

■  Still  bleeding  from  his  last  year's  n-ound, 

F  Which  from  my  doughty  lance  he  found; 

L  Methinks  I  hear  the  trembling  Painter  bawl, 

I  *'  Why  dost  thou  persecute  me,  Saul  ?" 

L 


M : 


W'est,  let  me  whisper  in  thy  ear: 
Snug  as  a  tliief  within  a  mill, 

From  mc  thou  hast  no  cause  to  fear. 
To  panegyric  will  I  turn  my  skill; 
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And  if  thy  picture  I  am  forc'd  to  blame, 

I'll  say  most  handsome  things  about  xhe  frame. 

Don't  be  cast  down;  instead  of  gall, 

Molasses  from  my  pen  shall  fall : 
And  yet,  I  fear  thy  gullet  it  is  such, 

That  could  I  pour  all  Niagara  down, 

Were  Niagara  praise,  thou  wouldst  not  frown, 
Nor  think  the  thundVing  gulf  one  drop  too  much. 

Ye  Gods,  the  Portrait  of  the  King! 

A  very  Saracen!  a  glorious  thirig! 
It  shows  ajiaming  pencil,  let  me  tell  ye : 

Methinks  1  see  the  people  stare, 

And,  anxious  for  his  life,  declare, 
"  King  George  hath  got  a  Fireship  in  his  belly." 

Thy  Charles,  what  must  I  say  to  tliat  ? 

Each  face  unmeaning,  and  so  flat; 
Indeed,  first  cousin  to  a  piece  of  board. — 

But,  Muse,  we've  promis'd  in  our  lays 

To  give  our  Yankey  Painter  praise; 
So,  Madam,  'tis  but  foir  to  keep  our  word. 


k 


Well  then,  the  Charles  of  Mister  West, 
And  Oliver,  I  do  protest. 
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And  eke  the  witnesses  of  Resurrection*; 
Will  stop  a  hole,  keep  out  the  wind, 
Aitd  make  a  properer  window-blind 

Than  great  Correggio's,  us'd  for  horse-protection  f. 

They'll  make  good  floor-cloths,  taylor's  measures, 

For  table-coverings  be  treasures, 

With  butchei's  form  for  flies  most  charming  flappers; 
And  Monday  mornings  at  the  tub, 
When  Queens  of  Suds  their  linen  scrub, 

Make  for  the  blue-nos'd  nymphs  delightful  wrappers. 

West,  I  forgot  last  year  to  say, 
Thy  Angels  did  my  delicacy  hurt; 

Their  linen  so  much  coarseness  did  display : 
What's  worse,  each  had  not  above  half  a  shirt. 
I  tell  thee,  cambric  fine  as  webs  of  spiders 
Ought  to  have  dcck'd  that  brace  of  heavenly  riders. 

Could  not  their  saddle-bags,  pray,  jump 
To  something  longer  for  each  rump? 
I'd  buy  much  better  at  a  Wapping  shop, 
By  vulgar  tongues  baptiz'd  a  Slop. 

•  Peter  and  Jolin. 
r  t  Correi^o's  b««t  Pictore;  nerc  actnally  made  ase  of  id  the  toyil  81 

Uie  North,  lo  keep  the  wind  from  the  lailtnf  the  Honea. 
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Do  mind,  my  friend,  thy  hits  another  tiine, 
And  thou  shalt  cut  a. figure  in  my  rhyme. 
S  ublimely  towering  ^midst  th'  Atlantic  roar, 
I'll  Vaft  thy  praises  to  thy  native  shore  * ; 
Where  Liberty's  brave  sons  their  paeans  sing, 
Aiid  every  scoundrel  Convict  is  a  King. 


ODE  III. 

The  Poet  addresseth  Mr.  Gainsboronch  —  Exhibiteth  great  Scripture  Em- 
dhion^Condenmeth  Mr.  Gainslvroiigh's  Plagiarism— Giretb  the  Artist 
wholesome  Advice-Praiseth  the  Cornish  Boy;  and  sayeth  fine  things  to 
Jackson. 

Now,  Gainsborough,  let  me  view  thy  shining  labours, 
Who,  mounted  on  thy  Painting-throne, 
On  other  Brushmen  look'st  contemptuous  down. 

Like  our  great  Adinirals  on  a  gang  of  Swabbers. 

ft 

My  eyes  broad-staring  Wonder  leads 

To  yon  dear  nest  of  Royal  Heads  f : 
How  each  the  soul  of  my  attention  pulls ! 

Suppose,  my  friend,  thou  giv'st  the  frame 

A  pretty  little  Bible  name. 
And  call'st  it  Golgotha,  the  place  of  sculls. 

*  America. 

t  AfraBiefiillofHcadt,  inmost  Jhiw6if  imitatioa of  Ae Royal  PiMMly» 
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Say,  didst  Uiou  really  paint  'em?  (to  be  free):^ 
An  Angel  finish'd  Luke's  transcendent  line;       >.; 

Perchance  that  civil  Atigel  was  with  thee,  T 

For  let  me  perish  if  I  think  them  thme.  ''^ 

Thy  Dogs*  are  good,  but  yet,  to  make  thee  stare, 
The  piece  hath  gain'd  a  mmiber  of  deriders ; 

They  tell  thee,  Genius  io  it  had  no  share, 
But  that  thou  foully  stolest  the  curs  from  Snydcrs. 

I  do  not  blame  thy  borrowing  a  hint ;  - 

For,  to  be  plain,  there's  nothing  int : 
The  man  who  scorns  to  do  it,  is  a  log ; 

An  eye,  an  ear,  a  tail,  a  noso, 

Were  modesty,  one  might  suppose; 
But,  zounds,  thou  must  not  smuggle  the  tvkok  dog 

O  CJainsborough!  Nature  'plaineth  sore, 

That  thou  liast  kick'd  her  out  of  dopr; 

Who  in  her  bounteous  gifts  hath  been  so  free, 

To  cull  such  genius  out  for  thee: 

Lo !  all  thy  efforts  witlioiit  her  are  vain ; 

Go  6nd  her,  kiss  her,  and  be  friends  again. 

Speak,  Muse,  who  form'd  that  matchless  Head? — 
The  Cornish  Boyt,  in  tin-mines  bred; 

"  A  Picture  of  Boy*  selling  Do: 


St 
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■\V'hose  native  genius,  like  liis  diamonds,  shone 
In  secret,  till  chance  ga\'e  him  to  the  sun. 
Tis  Jackson's  Portrait;  put  the  laurel  on  it, 
Whilst  to  that  tuneful  swan  I  pour  a  Sonnet. 


TO  JACIwSON,  OP  EXETER, 

Enchanting  harmonist!  the  art  is  thine, 

Unmatch'd,  to  pour  the  soul-dissolving  air 

That  seems  poor  weepiug  Virtue's  hymn  divme, 

SooUung  tlie  wounded  bosom  of  Despair. 

Oh  say,  what  minstrel  of  the  sky  hath  given 
To  swell  the  dirge,  so  musically  lorn? 

Declare,  hath  dove-eyed  Pity  left  her  heaven, 
And  lent  thy  happy  hand  her  lyre  to  mourn  ? 

So  sad  thy  sounds  of  hopeless  hearts  complain, 
Love  from  his  Cyprian  isle  prepares  to  fly ; 

He  hastes  to  listen  to  tliy  tender  strain, 
And  learn  from  thee  to  breathe  a  sweeter  sigh. 
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'JTic  gteal  Petet,  by  a  bold  Pindaric  Jump,  leapetb  from  Sonnet  lo  Gnth 
calctang. 

Readeb,  dost  know  tlie  mode  of  catching  Gulls? 

If  not,  I  will  inform  tiiee. — Take  a  board, 
And  place  a  fish  upon  it  for  the  fools ; 

A  sprat,  or  any  fish  by  Gulls  ador'd  : 

Those  birds,  who  love  a  lofty  fiight, 
And  sometimes  bid  the  Sun  good  night; 
Spying  the  glittering  bait  that  floats  below, 
Sans  cerimonie  down  they  rush 
(For  Gulls  have  got  no  manners),  on  they  push  ; 
And  what's  the  pretty  consequence,  I  trow  ? 

They  strike  their  gentle  jobbernowls  of  lead 
Plump  on  the  board;  then  lie,  like  boobies,  dead. 

Reader,  thou  need'st  not  beat  thy  brains  about, 

To  make  so  plain  an  application  out. 

There's  many  a  painting  puppy,  take  my  word, 

Who  knocks  his  silly  head  against  a  board; 

That  might  have  help'd  the  state,  made  a  good  jailor, 

A  nightman,  or  a  tolerable  taytor. 


L 
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ODE  V. 


Peter  (fiscoTereth  more  Scriptural  Eniditiop— Groweth  sarcastic  on  the  Exln* 
bition— Giveth  a  wooderful  Account  of  Saint  Dennis— Blusheth  for  the 
Honour  of  hia  Country— T^eth  sensibly  of  the  Due  de  Ghartres  and  th« 
French  Kmg, 


"Find  me  in  Sodom  out,"  exclaim'd  the  Lord, 
"  Ten  Gentlemen^  the  place  shan't  be  untawn'd/*    * 

That  is,  "  I  will  not  burn  it  ev'ry  board  :'l — 
The  devil  a  Gentleman  was  to  be  found. 
But  this  was  rather  hard,  since  Heaven  well  knew   -. 
That  every  fellow  in  it  was  a  Jew. 

This  House  is  nearly  in  the  same  condition ; 

Scarce  are  good  things  amid  those  wide  abodes : 
Find  me  ten  Pictures  in  this  Exhibition, 

That  ought  not  to  be  damn'd,  V\\  burn  my  Odes : 
And  then  the  World  will  be  in  fits  and  vapours, 
Just  as  it  was  for  poor  Lord  Mansfield's  papers  *. 


•  To  the  irreparable  loss  of  the  Public,  and  that  great  bw-espouiider,  bnmtl 
burnt  in  Lord  George  Gordon's  religious  couflagratioii.  The  newspapen  howled 
for  monthf  over  their  ashes.    Oke^  }^m  uitU  m  I 


\ 
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Saint  Dennis,  when  liis  jowl  was  taken  off, 
Hugg'd  it  and  kiss'd  it,  carried  it  a  mile: 

This  was  a  pleasant  miracle  enough, 
That  maketh  many  an  unbeliever  smile. 

■*  Sblood!  'tis  a  liel"  you  roaj*.     Pray  do  not  swear; 

You  may  believe  the  wondrous  tale  indeed  : 
Speak,  haven't  you  said  that  many  a  Picture  here 

Was  really  done  by  folks  without  a  head? 
And  haven't  you  sworn  this  instant,  ivith  siu^prise, 
Tltat  he  who  likl  Uiat  thing,  had  neither  Hands  nor  eyes? 

JIow  is  it  lliat  such  miserable  stuff 

The  walls  of  this  stupendous  Building  stains? 

Tlie  Council's  ears  with  pleasure  I  could  cu ft'; 
Mind  me — I  don't  say,  batter  out  their  brains. 

What  will  Duke  Chartres  say  when  he  goes  home. 

And  tells  King  Lewis  all  about  the  room? 

Why,  viewing  such  a  set  of  red-hot  Heads, 
Our  Exhibition  he  will  liken  hell  to: 

Then  to  the  Monarch,  wlio  both  ztrites  and  readi. 
Give  hand-bills  of  tlie  ivondrotis  Katerfeltu; 

Swearing  th'  Academy  was  all  so  flat. 

He'd  rather  see  the  JVizard  and  his  Cat. 
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'lie  Britak  Peter  elCfiaDlI]'  and  iiappily  depicteth  hii  gtea,t  Couim  of 
TVka— Tatketb  ol'  Fune— Hor^wbippctli  Ihe  Paiuttn  Tor  UmHtig  their  owb 
Tram  peters. 

A  DESULTORY  way  of  writing, 

A  hop  and  step  and  jump  mode  of  inditing 

My  great  and  wise  relation,  Pindai-,  boasted: 
Or  (for  I  love  the  Bard  to  flatter), 
By  jerks,  like  Boar-pigs  making  water : 
Whatever  first  came  in  liis  sconce, 
Bounce,  out  it  flew,  like  bottled  ale,  at  once; 

A  cock,  a  bull,  a  whale,  a  soldier  roasted. 

What  sharks  we  mortals  are  for  fame! 

How  poacher-like  we  hunt  the  game ! 
No  matter,  for  it,  how  we  play  the  fool : 

And  yet,  'tis  pleasing  our  own  laud  to  hear, 

And  really  very  natural  to  prefer 
One  grain  of  Praise  to  pounds  of  Ridicule. 

I've  lost  all  patience  with  the  trade — 

I  mean  tlie  Painters — who  can't  stay 
To  see  their  works  by  Criticism  display 'd, 

And  hear  what  others  have  to  say; 
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But,  calling  Fame  a  vile  old  lazy  strumpet, 

Sound  their  own  praise  from  their  own  penny  trumpet*. 

Amidst  the  hurly-burly  of  my  brain, 
Where  the  mad  Lyric  Muse,  ivith  pain 
Hammering  hard  verse,  her  skill  employs, 
And  beats  a  tinman's  shop  in  noise ; 
Catching  wild  tropes  and  suniles. 
That  hop  about  like  swarms  of  fleas; 
"We've  lost  Sir  Joshua.     Ah !  that  charming  elf, 
I'm  gricv'd  to  say,  hath  this  yeai-  lost  himself. 

O  Richard!  thy  Saint  George "[■  so  brave, 

Wisdom  and  Prudence  could  not  save 
From  being  foully  murder' d,  my  good  friend ; 

Some  weep  to  see  the  woful  figure; 

Whilst  others  laugh,  and  many  snigger, 
As  if  tlieir  mirth  would  never  have  an  end. 

Prytliee  accept  th'  advice  I  give  with  sorrow: 
Of  poor  Saint  George  the  useless  armour  borrow  ' 


*  At  ttie  beginiucic  ot  tbe  Exhibition,  the  public  Papcn  ittamcd  with  those 
•eir-«((uUlan. 
t  See  Mr.  CoiWiy^Kcture  of  Prudence,  Wi»<luin,»nd  Valour,  ttaang  8»iDt 
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To  guard  thy  own  poor  corpse ;  don't  be  a  mule — 
.  Take  it:  e'en  now  thouVt  like  a  hedgehog,  quilt d 

(Richard,  I  hope  in  God  thou  art  not  kUtd) 
By  tlie  dire  shafts  of  merciless  Ridicule. 

"  Pity  it  is!  'tis  true  'tis  pityl" 
As  Shakspcare  lamentably  says, 

That  thou,  in  this  observing  city, 
Thus  runncst  whoring  after  Praise ; 

With  strong  desires  I  really  think  thee  fraught; 

But,  Dick,  the  Nymph  so  coy  will  not  be  caught. 

Yet,  for  thy  consolation,  mind; 

In  tliis  thy  wounded  pride  may  refuge  find : 
Think  of  the  Sage  who  wanted  a  fine  piece  ; 

Who  went  in  vain  five  hundred  miles  at  least, 

On  IjaiiSy  a  sweet ^//e  dejoie^  to  feast, 
The  Mistress  Robinson  of  Greece. 

Prythec  give  up,  and  save  thy  paints  and  oil, 
And  don't  whole  acres  of  good  canvas  spoil. 

Thoult  say,  "  Lord!  many  hundreds  do  like  wje." — 
Lord !  so  have  fellows  robb'd;  nay,  further, 
Hundreds  of  villains  have  committed  murther; 

But,  Richard,  are  these  precedents  for  thee? 
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Peter  grawetli  iroiiically  tacetioui. 


Nature's  a  coarse,  vile,  daubing  jade ; 

I've  said  it  often,  and  repeat  it: 
She  doth  not  uoderatand  hev  trade  ; 

Artists,  ne'er  mind  her  work,  I  hope  you'll  beat  it. 

Look  now,  for  Heaven's  sake,  at  her  Skies; 

What  are  they? — Smoke,  for  certainty,  I  know; 
From  chimney-tops,  behold !  they  rise, 

Made  by  some  sweating  Cooks  below. 

Look  at  her  Dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it  comes ; 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  geese,  and  horses'  Bums. 
Tlien  tell  me.  Decency,  I  must  request, 
Who'd  copy  such  a  devilish  nasty  beast? 

Paint  by  the  yard;  your  Canvas  spread 

L    Broad  as  the  Main-sail  of  a  man  of  war: 
Your  whale  shall  eat  up  every  other  head, 
£v*n  as  the  Sun  licks  up  each  sneaking  Star. 
VOL.  I.  F 
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I  do  assure  you,  bulk  is  no  bad  trick; 

By  bulky  things  both  men  and  maids  are  taken : 
Mind,  too,  to  lay  the  Paints  like  Mortar  thick, 

And  make  your  Picture  look  as  red  as  Bacon. 
All  folks  love  size ;  believe  my  rhyme : 
Burke  says,  'tis  part  of  the  sublime. 

A  Dutchman — I  forget  his  name — Van  Grout, 
Van  Slabberchops,  Van  Stink,  Van  Swab, — 

No  matter,  though  I  cannot  make  it  out ; 
At  calling  names  I  never  was  a  dab : 

This  Dutchman  then,  a  man  of  tastCy 

Holding  a  Cheese  that  weighM  a  hundred  pound. 
Thus,  like  a  Burgomaster,  spoke  with  judgement  vast : 

"  No  Poet  like  my  Broder  step  de  ground  : 

"  He  be  de  bestest  Poet,  look ! 

Dat  all  de  vorld  must  please ; 
For  he  heb  vrite  von  Book, 

So  big  as  all  dis  Cheese!^ — 

If  at  a  distance  you  would  paint  a  Pig, 
Make  out  each  single  Bristle  on  his  back; 

Or  if  your  meaner  subject  be  a  Wig, 
Let  not  the  caxon  a  distinctness  lack: 
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Else,  all  the  Lady  Critics  will  so  atarc, 
And  angry  vow,  "  Tis  not  a  bit  like  hair  /" 

Be  smootli  as  glass ;  like  Denner,  finish  high ; 

Then  every  tongue  commends  ; 
For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye, 
Butyee/  your  merit  by  tlieir  finoer-ends  ; 
Nay,  closely  nosing,  o'er  the  Picture  dwell, 
As  if  to  try  the  goodness  by  the  smell. 

Claude's  Distances  are  too  confus'd; 

One  floating  scene,  nothing  made  out : 
For  which  he  ought  to  be  abus'd, 

Whose  ivorks  have  been  so  cried  about. 
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Give  me  the  Pencil  whose  amazing  style 
Makes  a  bird's  beak  appear  at  twenty  mile; 
And  to  my  view  eyes,  legs,  and  claws,  will  brmg, 
With  every  feather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  Trees  alike,  for  Nature's  wild; 

I'ond  of  variety,  a  wayward  child : 

To  blumc  your  taste  some  blockheads  may  presume; 

But  mind  that  cv'ry  one  be  like  a  Broom. 

Of  Steel  ajid  purest  Silver  form  your  Waters, 

And  make  your  Clouds  like  Rocks  and  Alligators. 


L 
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Whene'er  you  paint  the  Moon,  if  you  are  willing 
To  gain  applause,  why,  paint  her  like  a  Shilling: 
Or  Sol's  bright  orb,  be  sure  to  make  him  glow 
Precisely  like  a  Guinea,  or  a  Jo*. 
In  short,  to  get  your  Pictures  prais'd  and  sold, 
Convert,  like  Midas,  evei-y  thing  to  gold. 

I  sec,  at  excellence  you'll  come  at  last  : 

Your  Clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  stufl"; 

The  blues  on  China  mugs  are  now  surpass'd ; 
Your  Sun-sets  yield  not  to  brick  walls,  nor  buff. 

In  Stumps  of  Trees  your  Art  so  finely  thrives. 
They  really  look  like  golden-lial'ted  knives ! — 
Go  on,  my  Lads,  leave  Nature's  dismal  hue, 
And  she,  ere  long,  will  come  and  copy  tfou. 


d 

4 


The  tnblime  Peter  i.-oaL:tudetlk  in  ■  SwC4l> 

Thus  have  I  finish'd,  for  this  tinic, 
My  Odes,  a  little  wild  and  rambling. 

May  people  bite  like  gudgeons  at  my  rhymel 
I  long  to  see  them  scrambling. 


*  A  Portugal  coiD,  nlgmly  called  a  JohaBnu. 
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Then  very  soon  1*11  give  'em  more  (God  wUling) ; 
But  this  is  full  sufficient  for  a  shilling. 

For  such  a  trifle,  mch  a  heap  ! 

Indeed  I  sell  my  goods  too  cheap. 

**  FinisKd  r  a  disappointed  Artist  cries, 

With  open  mouth,  and  straining  eyes ; 
Gaping  for  praise,  like  a  young  Crow  for  meat : 

"  Lord!  why,  you  have  not  mentioned  meT — 
Mention  thee  ! 
Thy  impudence  hath  put  me  in  a  sweat : 

What  rage  for  Fame  attends  both  great  and  small ! 

Better  be  damrid^  than  mention'd  not  at  all! 
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FOR 
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— -  RiDBNTEM  dicere  yenan 

Quid  v^tatr  Horace. 


He  divine  Petrr  gifeth  an  Accoont  of  »  Conference  he  held  last  ytw  with 
Satire,  who  sJvised  him  to  alack  Mmc  of  the  R.  A.%  lo  tear  Mr.  WttV* 
Works  to  Pieces,  Bbnie  Mr.  Gainsbiirougi,  fell  foul  of  Mrs.  Co«wa;^ 
Samaan,  andgivca^oUe  Strukeoa  the  Backof  Mr.  Rigaad  — Tlie  Foefi 
gentSe  anntcr  to  Satire  — Ilie  Ode  or  Remonstrance  that  Peter  received 
on  AccDDDt  of  hi*  Lyrin-SHtiic'i  BepI;— Pcter'a  Resolutjon. 

"  Not,  not  this  year  the  hyric  Peter  sings ; 

The  great  R.  A.'s  have  wish'd  my  Song  to  cease. 
I  will  not  pluck  a  feather  from  your  wings  ; 

So,  Sons  of  Canvas,  take  your  naps  in  peace." 

Such  was  my  last  year's  gracious  Speedi, 

Sweet  as  the  King's  to  Commons  and  to  Peers; 

Always  with  sense  and  tropes  as  Plum-cake  rich, 
A  luscious  banquet  for  his  People's  ears! 


'  Not  write!"  cried  Satire,  red  as  fire  w-ith 


rage: 


"  This  instant  glorious  war  with  Dulness  wage; 
Take,  take  my  supple-jack, 
I  Play  Saint  Bartliolomew  with  many  a  back; 
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Flay  half  the  Academic  imps  alive ; 

Smoke,  smoke  the  Drones  of  that  stupendous  Hive. 

"  Begin  with  George's  idol,  West; 
And  then  proceed  in  order  with  the  rest  : 
This  moment  knock  me  down  his  Master  Moses 
mjk  On  Sinai^  mountain  *,  where  his  nose  is 

Cock'aiip  so  pertly  plump  against  the  Lord ; 

Upon  my  word. 
With  all  that  ease  to  Him  who  rules  above, 
As  if  that  Hwven  and  he  were  hand  and  glove.'' — 

"  Indeed,"  quoth  I,  "  the  Piece  hath  points  of  merit. 
Though  not  possessed  throughout  of  equal  spirit/' — 

•*  What!"  answer d  Satire,  **not  knock  Moses  down? 

O  stupid  Peter !  what  the  devil  mean  ye? 
He  looks  a  dapper  Barber  of  the  town, 

With  paper  sign-board  out,  '  Shave  for  a  penny.' 

"  Observe  the  saucy  Israelite  once  more ; 
Wears  he  the  |K)untenance  that  should  adore  ? 

"  No!  'tis  a  Son  of  Lather,  a  rank  piig; 
Who,  'stead  of  begging  of  the  Lord  the.  Law 
With  sober  looks  and  reverential  awe, 

Seems  pertly  tripping  up  to  fetch  bis  wig. 

«  Moeet  recehriDf  6ie  Ltw  ob  MMmtSinaL 
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"  With  all  her  thunder  bid  the  Musg 

Fall  furious  on  the  group  of  Jews, 
A\'hose  shoulders  are  adoni'tl  with  Christian  faces  i  ,fX 

For  by  each  phiz  (I  speak  without  a  gibe), 

There's  not  an  Israelite  in  all  the  tribe — 
Not  that  tliey  are  encumber'd  by  the  Grace^ 

f 

"  Strike  off  the  head  of  Jeremiah*,  ' 

And  break  the  bones  of  old  Isaiah  f; 
Down  with  the  duck-wing'd  Angels :J:,  that  abreast 

Stretch  from  a  thing  call'd  cloud;  and,  by  their  looks, 

Wear  more  the  visage  of  young  Rooks 
Cawing  for  victuals  from  their  nest. 

"  Deal  Gainsborough  a  laah,  for  pride  so  stiff. 
Who  robs  us  of  such  pleasure  for  a  miff; 
Whose  pencil,  when  he  chooses,  can  be  chaste, 
Give  Nature's  form,  and  please  the  eye  of  Taste. 

*'  Of  cuts  on  Samson^  don't  be  sparing, 
Between  two  Garden-rollers  staring, 

•  APklnrebjrMr.  We»t, 

1  Analher  Picture  by  Weil, 

t  In  the  ApoUiroili,  »  Picture  by  We»L 

f  A  Picture  by  Mn.  Coimiy. 
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Shown  by  the  lovely  Dalilali  foul  play. 
To  atoms  tear  that  Frenchman's*  trash, 
Then  beuntifuUy  deal  the  lash 

On  suck  as  dared  to  dub  him  an  R.  A."— 

Thus  Satire  to  the  gentle  Poet  cried, 

And  thus  with  lamb-like  sweetness  I  replied: 

"  Dear  Satire,  pray  consult  my  life  and  ease: 
Were  I  to  write  whatever  you  desire, 
The  fat  would  all  be  fairly  in  the  fire ; 

R.  A.'s  surround  me  like  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
Or  like  a  flock  of  sttiall  Birds  round  a  fowl 
Oi  solemn  speculation,  call'd  an  Owl." 

Quoth  I,  "  O  Satire,  I'm  a  simple  youth, 

Must  make  my  fortune;  therefore  not  speak  truth, 

Although  as  sterling  as  the  Holy  Bible; 

Truth  makes  it  (Mansfield  says)  the  more  a  Libel: 

I  shall  not  sleep  in  peace  within  my  hutch ; 

Like  Doctor  Johnson,  I  have  wrote  too  mwcAf. 


t  TIm  iXaxy  goet,  that  Sam,  before  hu  political  tnwrrrAm,  repEed 
prcMDt  M^nty,  in  ibc  Libnuy  al  Dnckinfhun  Hoiue,  on  bring  mked  by  Um 
Monarch,  «by  be  did  not  wrile  more.-—"  Pleueroor  Majesty,  Ihnvvwrilrenla* 
tmiii'  So  candid  a  declaration,  of  irtiich  tbe  itnrdy  Morali>t 
OH  (jlUble,  procured  him  a  Pension,  and  a  Monk. 


I 


did  not  bclien  ^^J 


ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS.  77 

"  When  Mount  Vesuvius  pour'd  his  flames*, 
And  frighten 'd  all  the  Naples  Dames, 
AVhat  did  the  Ladles  of  the  city  do? 
Why,  order 'd  a  fat  Cardinal  to  go 

Witli  good  Saint  Januarius's  Head  ; 
And  shake  it  at  the  Mountain  'midst  his  riot, 
To  try  to  keep  the  Bully  quiet :  £. 

The  Parson  ivent,  and  shook  the  Jowl,  and  spedj^ 
Snug  was  the  word — the  flames  at  once  kept  house, 
The  frighten'd  Mount  grew  mute  as  any  mouse. 

"  Thus  should  Lord  Mansfield  from  his  bench  agree 
To  shake  his  lion -mane-like  wig  at  me, 

And  bid  his  grim-look'd  Myrmidons  assail : 
Witli  heads  Medusan,  and  with  hearts  of  bone ; 
Who,  if  they  did  not  turn  me  into  simie, 

Might  twn  my  limbs,  so  gentle,  vaXajail! 

"  Read,  read  this  Ode,  just  come  to  hand. 
Giving  tiie  Muse  to  understand 
Tliat  Cruelty  and  Scandal  swell  her  Song, 
And  that  "twere  better  far  she  held  her  tongue." 

■  Bee  Sir  WillUm  Hunillon'i  rccoooI. 
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TO  PETER  PINDAR,  ESQ. 

A  THOUSAND  Frogs,  upon  a  summer's  day, 

Were  sporting  midst  the  sunny  ray, 
In  a  laro&pool,  reflecting  every  face ; 

They  apw*d  their  gold-laced  clothes  with  pride. 

In  harmless  sallies  frequent  vied. 
And  gambol'd  through  the  water  with  a  grace. 

It  happen  d  that  a  band  of  Boys, 
Observant  of  their  harmless  joys> 
Thoughtless,  resolv'd  to  spoil  their  happy  sport : 
One  phrensy  seized  both  great  and  small; 
On  the  poor  Frogs  the  rogues  b^gan  to  fall. 
Meaning  to  splash  them,  not  to  do  them  hurt. 

Lo,  as  old  Authors  sing,  '^  the  stones  'gan  pour,' 

Indeed  an  Otaheite  shower : 
^e  consequence  was  dreadful^  let  me  tell  ye ; 

One's  eye  was  beat  out  of  his  head. 

This  limp'd  away,  that  lay  for  dead, 
Here  moum'd  a  broken  back,  and  there  a  belly. 

Among  the  smitten^  it  was  found, 

Their  beauteous  Queen  received  a  wound ; 
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The  blow  gave  every  heart  a  sigh, 

And  drew  a  tear  from  every  eye. 
At  iengtli  King  Croak  got  up,  and  thus  begun  : 
*'  My  Lads,  you  think  this  very  pretty yit/j  / 

"  Your  pebbles  round  us  flying  thick  as  liops, 
Have  zvarmlt)  complimented  all  our  cliops ; 

To  you  I  guess  that  these  are  pleasant  stones ! 
And  so  they  might  be  to  us  frogs. 
You  damn'd,  young,  good-for-notiiing  dogs, 

But  that  they  are  so  hard,  they  break  our  bones." 

Peter,  thou  mark'st  the  meaning  of  this  Fable : 

So  put  thy  Pegasus  into  the  stable; 

Nor,  wanton  thus  with  cruel  pride, 

Mad,  Jchu-like,  o'ei"  harmless  people  ride. 

To  drop  the  metaphor :  the  Fair  *  * 

Whose  works  thy  Muse  forbore  to  spare, 

Is  blest  witii  talents  Envy  must  approve; 

And  didst  thou  know  her  heart,  thou  sure  wouldst  sav, 
"  Perdition  catch  the  cruel  Lay  !" 

Then  strike  the  Lyre  to  Innocence  and  Love. 


L 


•  Mo.  Coswif. 
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*  Fob,  poh !"  cried  Satire  with  a  smile, 
"  Where  is  the  glorious  freedom  of  our  isle, 
If  not  permitted  to  call  names  ?" — 
Methought  the  argument  had  weight : 
"  Satire,''  quoth  I,  "  you're  very  right ;" 
So  once  more  forth  volcanic  Peter  flames. 


ODE  n. 

The  Poet  correctedi  the  Mase*s  Wanntb,  ivlio  beginneth  with  litUe  leas  tbaa 
caffinf  names— Hintetfa  at  soma  Academic  Giants— And  condadetfa  with 
a  Pair  of  apt  and  elegant  Similes. 

"  Tag  RAGS  and  Bobtails  of  the  sacred  Brush  !** — 
For  Heaven's  sake.  Muse,  be  prudent :  Hush !  hush ! 

hush!  .|^ 

The  Ode  with  too  much  violence  begins. 
The  gnat  R.  A/s,  so  jealous  of  their  fame, 
Will  all  declare,  of  them  we  make  a  game; 

And  then,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  our  skins ! 

Think  what  a  formidable  phalanx,  Muse, 
Strengthen'd  by  Messieurs  Garvay  and  Rigaud, 
And  Co. 

How  dangerous^  such  a  body  to  abuse ! 
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Then  there's  amODg  the  Academic  crew 
A  Man  •  that  made  the  President  look  blue ; 
Brandish'd  his  weapon ;  with  a  whirlwind's  forces. 
Tore  by  the  nwts  his  flourishing  Discourses; 
And  swore,  his  own  sweet  Irish  howl  could  pour 
A  half  a  dozen  such  in  half  an  tiour. 

Be  prudent,  Muse,  once  more  I  pray.- 
In  vain  I  preach ;  tli'  advice  is  thrown  away  : 
Ev'n  now  you  turn  your  nose  up  with  a  sneer, 
And  cry :  "  Lord !  Reynolds  has  no  cause  to  fear: 
When  Barry  dares  the  President  to  fly  on, 

Tis  like  a  Mouse  that,  work'd  into  a  rage, 

Daring  most  dreadful  war  to  wage, 
Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nemean  Lion. 

"  Or  like  a  Louse,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  some  Giant's  scull; 
Because  Goliah  scratched  him  as  he  fed, 
Employs  with  veliemence  his  angry  claws, 

EAnd  gaping,  grinning,  formidable  jaws, 
To  carry  off  the  Giant's  head" 
L 


*  Mr.  BUI7. 
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ODE  III. 

Tlie  Poet  sddmKth  Sir  WiliL-un  Qiambcn,  a  Gentleman  of  ConiMincne*  1 
ID  Ibe  Election  of  R.  A.'t-Hc  accuscth  tlie  Kni);]i(  of  a  partial  and  ridiculoM   I 
DiitribiitiDii  of  the  Academic  Honours  — TtirEstcDeth  liini   with  Rhyme— 
Adtiietha  Befonoalioa. 

One  minute,  gentle  Irony,  retire :  i 

Behold!  I'm  graver  than  a  ?«!W/flr(/-j:)o/;  f 

The  Muse,  with  bile  as  hot  as  fire,  ^ 

Could  cdWfool,  puppy,  blockhead,  and  what  not? 

As  brother  Horace  has  it>  tumetjecur ; 

Nor  in  her  angry  progress  will  I  check  her. 

I'm  told,  that  Satan  ha»  been  long  at  work, 

To  bring  th'  Academy  into  disgrace ; 

Oh  may  that  Member's  backside  feel  his  fork, 

^V■ho  dares  to  violate  the  sacred  place ! 

Who  dares  the  Devil  join 

In  so  nefarious  a  design  ? 

Yet,  lo,  what  Dolts  the  honours  claim ! 

I  leave  their  Works  to  tell  their  name. 

Th'  Academy  is  like  a  Microscope : 
For,  by  the  magnifying  power,  are  seen 

Objects  that  for  attention  ne'er  could  hope ; 
No  more,  alas!  thun  if  they  ne'er  had  been. 
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So  rare  a  Building,  and  so  grac'd 

With  Monuments  of  ancient  taste, 
Statues  and  Busts,  Relievos  and  Intaglios ; 

For  such  poor  things  to  watch  tlie  treasure, 

Is  laughable  beyond  all  measure ; 
Tis  just  like  Eunuclia  put  to  guard  Seraglios. 

Think  not,  Sir  William,  I'm  in  jest: 

By  Heaven,  I  will  not  let  thee  rest. 
Yet  thou  may'st  bluster  like  Bull-beef  so  big ; 

And,  of  thy  own  importance  full, 

Exclaim,  "  Great  ciy,  and  little  wool!" 
As  Satan  holla'd  when  he  shav'd  the  Pig. 

Yes,  thou  shalt  feel  my  tomahawk  of  Satire, 

And  find  that  scalping  is  a  serious  matter : 
Shock'd  at  th'  abuse,  how  rage  inflames  my  veins ! 

Wlio  can  help  sxvearing,  wlien  such  wights  he  sees 
Crept  to  th'  Academy  by  ways  and  means, 

Like  Mites  and  Skippers  in  a  Cheshire  Cheese? 


^ 


What  beings  will  the  next  year's  choice  disclose, 

The  Academic  list  to  grace  ? 
Some  skeletons  sf  Art,  I  do  suppose, 

That  ought  to  blush  to  show  tbdr  &cc. 


%i 
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Sir  William,  tremble  at  the  Muse'8  tongue  ; 
Parnassus  boasts  a  formidable  throng : 

All  people  recollect  poor  Marsyas'  fate  ; 
Save  such  as  are  dead,  drunk,  or  fast  asleep. 

Apollo  tied  the  Culprit  to  a  gate. 
And  flay'd  him  as  a  Butcher  flays  a  Sheep  : 

And  why r~ Lord!  not,  as  History  rehearses, 

Because  he  scom'd  his  piping,  but  his  Terser. 

In  vain,  like  a  poor  pilloried  Punk,  he  bawl'd. 

And  kick'd  and  writh'd,   and  said  his  prayers,   and 

sprawl'd : 
Twas  all  in  vain ;  the  God  pursued  his  sport, 
And  puU'd  his  hide  off,  as  you'd  pull  your  shirt. — 
Then  bid  not  rage  the  Muse's  soul  inHame, 
Whose  thund'ring  voice  damnation  makes  orjiime. 

You'll  ask  me  perhaps,  "Good  Master  Peter,  pray, 
What  right  have  you  to  speak  ?" — then  pertly  smile*  J 

I'll  tell  you,  sir :  My  pocket  help'd  to  pay 
For  building  that  expensive  Pile ; 

A  pile  that  credit  to  the  Nation  gains, 

And  does  small  honour  to  your  Worship's  braini. 

It  made  a  Tax  on  candles,  and  shoe-leather. 
Of  monstrous  use  in  dir^  weather : 
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It  also  made  a  Tax  on  butcher's  shops, 

So  spread  its  influence  o'er  poetic  chops; 

A  most  alanning  tax  to  every  Poet, 

Wiiose  poor  lank  greyhound  ribs  with  sorrow  show  it. 

Therefore,  Sir  Knight,  pray  mend  your  manners ; 
And  don't  choose  coblers,  blacksmiths,  tinkers,  tanners. 
Some  people  love  the  converse  of  low  folks, 
To  gain  broad  grins  for  good-for-nothing  jokes  : 
Though  thou  'midst  dulness  mayst  be  pleas 'd  to  shine, 
Reynolds  shall  ne'er  sit  cheek-by-jowl  with  Swine^ , , , 


ODE  IV. 

Tbe  Poet  agua  payetli  \as  reipecU  to  Sir  William  Chamben-Complaineth 
of  liit  Illiberalily  io  bis  Clioice  of  R.  A.'s— .4JviMtli  liim  lo  keep  Company 
with  Pmdcoce,  whom  bo  dncribeth  most  MtxraUy.— Be  threatenctb  tb* 
Knigtit— And  ctmclndeth  with  b  beantirul  Simile. 

Th  e  Muse  is  in  the  fidgets,  can't  sit  still : 
She  must  have  t'  other  talk  with  you.  Sir  Will. 
Since  her  last  Ode,  with  sorrow  hath  she  heard 

You  want  not  men  with  heavenly  Genius  blest; 
But  wish  the  title  of  R.  A.  conferr'd 

On  such  as  catch  the  Bugs  and  sweep  the  Spiders  best, 
Wash  of  the  larger  statues  best  the  Faces, 
And  clean  the  dirty  Linen  of  tbe  Graces; 


86  LYRIC   ODES   TO    THE 

Scour  best  the  Skins  of  Uie  young  marble  brats,  ' 

Trap  Mice,  and  clear  th'  Academy  from  Rats. 

You  look  for  men  whose  Heads  are  rather  tubbish  ; 
Or,  Drum-like,  better  form'd  for  sound  than  sense  : 
Pleas 'd  with  the  fine  Arabian  to  dispense, 

You  want  the  big-bon'd  Draykorse  for  your  rubbish. 

Raise  not  the  Muse's  anger,  I  desire  ; 

High-born,  she's  hotter  than  the  lightning's  fire. 

And  proud  (believe  the  Poet's  word). 

Proud  as  the  Lady  of  a  new-made  Lord  ; 

Proud  as,  in  all  her  gorgeous  trappings  drest, 

Fat  Lady  Mayoress  at  a  city-feast ; 

Whose  Spouse  makes  wigs,  or  some  such  glorious  thing, 

Shoes,  gloves,  hats,  nightcaps,  breeches,  for  the  King. 

Prudence,  Sir  William,  is  a  jewel ; 
Is  clothes,  and  meat,  and  drink,  and  fuel : 
Prudence,  for  Man  the  very  best  of  fP'tVes, 
Whom  Bards  have  seldom  met  with  in  their  lives ; 
Which  cerles  doth  account  for,  in  some  measure, 
Their  grievous  want  of  worldly  treasure, 
On  which  the  greatat  Blockheads  make  their  brags; 
And  showeth  why  we  see,  instead  of  Lace, 
About  the  Poet's  back,  with  little  grace. 
Those  fluttering  Frtnoh^like  foUdwen,  oaU'd  Rags. 


W 
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Prudence,  a  sweet,  obliging,  curtseying  lass, 
Fit  tlirough  this  hypocritic  world  lo  pass ; 
Who  kept  at  first  a  little  peddling  shop, 
Swept  her  own  room,  twirl'd  her  own  mop, 
Wash'd  her  own  smocks,  caught  her  own  fleas. 
And  rose  to  Fame  and  Fortune  by  degrees : 

ho,  when  she  cntcr'd  other  people's  houses, 
Till  spoke  to,  was  as  silent  as  a  mouse  is ; 
And,  of  opinions  tiiough  possess'd  a  store. 
She  left  them,  with  her  pattens,  at  the  door. 


Sir  William,  you're  a  hound,  and  hunting  Fame;- 
Undoubtedly  the  woman  is  fair  game : 

But,  Nimrod,  mind ;  my  Muse  b  whipptr'tn  : 
So  that,  if  ever  you  dbgrace, 
By  turning  cur,  your  noble  race. 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  your  Curahip's  skia ! 


Hk  Poet  opooelb  luB  Acconot  of  the  Eiliibilors  it  (lie  Academy— Praaetb 
I  ReynohlR— Half-cUDnoeth  Mr.  Wul-Completely  daniDCtli  Mr.  Wriglit  of 

■  Detbj-Cianplinentetli  Mr.  Opic 

fc  Mii 

^K  Dc 

1 


Muse,  sing  tlic  Wonders  of  the  present  year: 
I  Declare  what  works  of  sterling  worth  appear. 
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Reynolds  his  Heads  divine,  as  usual,  gives. 
Where  Giiido's,  Rubens',  Titian's  genius  lives; 
Works,  I'm  afraid,  like  beauty  of  rare  quality. 
Bom  soon  to  fade,  too  subject  to  mortality. 

West  most  judiciously  my  counsel  takes, 
Paints  by  the  acre;  witness  Parson  Peter*: 

For  Garbs,  he  very  pretty  Blankets  makes, 
Deserving  praises  in  the  sweetest  metre. 

Tbe  Flesh  of  Peter's  Audience  is  not  good; 
Too  much  like  Ivory,  and  Stone,  and  Wood ; 
Nor  of  the  Figures  dare  I  praise  th'  expression. 
With  some  folks  thought  a  trifle  of  transgression. 

West,  your  Last  Supper  is  a  hungry  piece ; 

Your  Tyburn  Saints  will  not  your  fame  increase, 
With  looks  so  thievish,  with  such  skins  of  copper. 

Were  they  for  sale,  as  Heaven's  my  judge, 

To  give  five  farthings  for  them  I  should  grudge ; 
Nay,  ev'n  my  old  tobacco-stopper. 

Candour  must  own,  that  frequently  thy  paints 
Have  play'd  the  Dedl  with  the  Saints  : 


'  PeiCT  ptewUine,  by  Wm(. 
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For  me,  I  fancy  them  like  doves  and  throstles; 
But  Ikou,  a  we  believe  tht/  Art, 
Enough  to  make  us  pious  Christians  start, 

Hast  very  scurvy  notions  of  Apostles. 

What  of  thy  Landscape*  shall  I  say, 

Holding  the  old  white  Sow,  and  sucking  Litter? 
Curs'd  be  the  moment,  curs'd  the  day, 

Thou  gav'st  the  Muse  such  reason  to  be  bitter ! 
But,  Muse,  be  soft  towards  him ;  only  sigh, 
"  More  damned  stuff  was  never  seen  by  eye." 

Thou  really  dost  not  equal  Derby  Wrightf, 

The  Man  of  Night; 
O'er  woollen  Hills  where  gold  and  silver  Moons 
Now  mount  like  sixpences,  and  now  balloons; 
Where  Sea-reflections  notliing  nat'ral  tell  ye, 
So  much  like  Fiddle-strings,  or  Vermicelli ; 
Where  every  thing  exclaimeth,  how  severe ! 
"  What  are  ice?"  and,  "What  business  have  we  here?" 


■  A  Diott  pilisblc  pcrTDnnuire  indeed.    It  maj  be  fairly  called  the  iatage  of 
Um  Art. 
1  A  PaintPT  of  MnonliEht).    In  tliis  m 


ackiMwIedirc,  thai  the  Anther  hu  >e 
Artnl,  tlatdD  him  gmt  credit. 


'  edition  of  the  Odes,  it  ii  but  jiut  to 
me  LAiidicapei  of  » late  date,  by  Ihi* 
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TtaF  PocI  addreuetli  Maj«ily— PlfadFth  Ihc  Cause  o{  poor,  itarvlng  Poetr}^ 
He  arluiDwIed^tli  in  a  fbrnm  Ode  llie  Kindnonei  orF\»K,  iTPl  tbrowEth  out 
a  Him  la  his  M^eat;  tint  hi*  Finuicn  may  be  oBpromtf .—  Ho  itlaleth  a 
marvellouB  Slary  of  a  Je«uil— Recoounendeth  Muneihing  iinilai'  to  Uii 
Sovereign, 

As't  please  your  Majesty,  I'm  overjoy 'd 
To  find  your  Family  so  fond  of  Painting : 

I  wish  her  sister  Poetry  employ 'd ; 

Poor,  dear,  neglected  girl,  with  hunger  fainting. 

Your  royal  Grandsire  (trust  me,  I'm  no  fibber) 

Was  vastly  fond  of  Coliey  Gibber. 

For  subjects,  how  his  Majesty  would  hunt ! 

And  if  a  Battle  graced  the  Rhine  or  Weser, 
He'd  cry:  "Mine  Poet  sal  mak  Ode  upon  't." — 

Then  forth  there  came  a  flaming  Ode  to  Cesar, 


Dread  Sire,  pray  recollect  a  bit 
Some  glorious  Action  of  your  life; 

And  then  your  humble  Poet's  Wit, 

Sharp  as  a  Razor,  or  a  new-ground  Knife, 
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Shall  mount  you  on  her  glorious  balloon  Odes, 
Like  Rome's  great  Cesar,  to  Ih"  immortal  Gods*. 

A  Naples  Jesuit,  History  declares, 
On  slips  of  paper  scribbled  Prayers, 

A\Tiich  showed  of  wisdom  great  profundity ; 
Then  sold  them  to  the  country-folks, 
To  give  tlieir  Turkeys,  Hens,  and  Ducks, 

To  bring  increase  of  FoHl-fecundity : 

It  answer'd. — On  their  Turkeys,  Ducks,  and  Hcn^. 

The  country-people  all  were  full  of  brags ; 
Whose  little  bums,  in  barns,  and  mows,  and  fens, 

Sqaat  down,  and  laid  like  Conjuration-bags. 

**  I  wish  this  sage  experiment  were  tried 
On  me,"  cries  Muse,  ray  gentle  Bride ; 
"  And  slips  of  paper  given  me,  with  this  prayer: 
'  Pay  to  the  Bearer  Fifty  Pounds  at  sight.' 

tjy  sweet  prolific  powers  'twould  so  delight, 
?ed  like  a  tame  rabbit,  or  a  hare."" 


Muse,  give  thine  idle  supplication  o'er; 
And  know  that  Avarice  is  always  poor. 

>*  DivtMin  imperiinn  ciun  Jove  Cie»ai  habet." 
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Vetart  Aeeonat  of  wondBrfiil  Reliquea  in  Ftance,  with  the   Def  DtioB  paid 
to  tbcm— The  ■enaible  Appliratiaii  to  Piintim  uid  Painting  by  my  of 

In  France,  some  years  ago,  some  twenty-three,    . 

At  a  fam'd  Church  where  hundreds  daily  jostle, 
I  wisely  paid  a  Priest  six  sols  to  see 

The  Thumb  of  Thomas  the  Apostle. 

Gaping  upon  Tom's  Thumb  with  me  in  wonder, 
The  Rabble  rais'd  its  eyes,  like  Ducks  in  thunder; 
Because  in  Virtues  it  was  vastly  rich. 
Had  cur'd  possess'd  of  devils,  and  the  itch; 
Work'd  various  wonders  on  a  scabby  pate ; 
Made  little  sucking  children  straight, 

Though  crook'd  like  rams'  horns  by  the  rickets ; 
Made  people  see,  tliough  blind  as  moles ; 
And  made  your  sad  hysteric  souls 

As  gay  as  grasshoppers  and  crickets ; 
Brought  noses  back  again  to  faces, 
Long  stolen  by  Venus  and  her  Graces; 
And  eyes  to  fill  tljcir  parent  sockets, 
Of  which  sad  Love  had  pick'd  their  pockets : 
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And,  had  the  Priest  permitted,  with  their  kisses 
The  Mob  had  smack'd  this  j||ply  Thumb  to  pieces. 

Though,  Reader,  'twas  not  the  Apostle's  Thumb  ; 

But  mum ! 
It  piay'd  as  well  of  miracles  the  trick, 
Although  apainled  piece  of  rotten  Stick.' 

For  six  sols  more,  beliold  I  to  view  was  bolted 
A  Feather  of  the  Angel  Gabriel's  Wing;  ' 

Whether  'twas  pluck'd  by  force,  or  calmly  moulted,^ 
No  holy  Legends  tell,  nor  Poets  sing, — 

But  was  it  Gabriel's  Feather,  heavenly  Muses  ? 

It  was  not  Gabriel's  Feather,  but  a  Goose's! 

But  stay,  from  truth  we  would  not  wish  to  wander, 

For  possibly  the  owner  was  a  Gander. 

Painters,  you  take  me  right  r — The  Muse  supposes 
You  make  your  coup-de-maUre  dashes, 

Christen  them  eyes,  and  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  nose^  ^ 
Beards,  chins,  and  wliiskers,  and  eye-lashes ; 

As  like  perhaps  as  a  horse  is  like  z.plum; 

Or  foresaid  Stick,  Saint  Tom  th'  Apostle's  Thumb. 

With  purer  eyes  the  British  Vulgar  sees ; 
We  are  no  Craw-thampers,  no  Devotees: 
So  that,  whene'er  your  Figures  are  mere  wood. 
Our  eyes  will  never  deem  ^emjiesh  and  blood. 
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The  fcnerou!  Peler  rescaetli  the  immortal  Rapluicl  IVom  the  Obloqay  of 
Micliael  ADgelo.-The  Poet  inor«li«Mh-Tellelh  •  Stoiy  not  to  the  Credit 
«r  Mickael  Angelo,  and  nobly  derondetli  Kapliael'i  Name  agaiuit  his  ii 
doiu  Attack— Conctudetli  with  a  most  tage  flbscrvalion. 

How  difficult  in  Artists  to  allow 

To  Brother- Bru&hmeu  even  a  grain  of  merit ! 
Wishing  to  tear  the  laurels  from  their  brow, 

They  show  a  snivelling,  diabolic  spirit. 

So  'tis,  however  Moralists  may  chatter: 
What's  «'orse  still.  Nature  will  be  always  Nature. 
We  can't  brew  Burgundy  from  sour  small  beer. 
Not  make  a  silken  purse  of  a  sow's  ear. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  Praise ;  from  eve  to  mom, 
From  blushing  morn  to  darkling  eve  again, 

My  Muse  the  brows  of  Merit  could  adorn, 
And,  l(trk>like,  swell  tlu  panegyric  strain. 

Praise,  like  the  Balm  which  evening's  dewy  star 
Sbeds  on  the  drooping  herb  and  fainting  flower. 

Lifts  modest  pining  Merit  from  despair, 
And  gives  her  cloydtd  eye  a  golden  liour. 
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Pox  take  me  if  I  ever  read  the  story 
Of  Michael  Angelo  withoafc  much  swearing : 

"Tis  such  a  shce  cut  off  from  Michael's  glory, 
He  surely  had  been  brandying  it  or  beering ; 

That  is,  ill  plainer  English,  he  was  dnmk, 

And  Candour  from  the  man  with  horror  shrunk. 

Raphael  did  honour  to  the  Roman  school, 
Yet  Michael  did  vouchsafe  to  call  him  Fool: 
When  ivorking  in  the  Vatican,  would  stare, 
Throw  down  his  brush,  and  stamp  and  swear,  ' 

If  e'er  a  Porter  let  him  in,  he'd  stone  him  ; 
And,  if  he  Raphael  caught,  most  surely  bone  him. 

He  swore  the  World  iras  a  rank  Ass, 
To  pay  a  compliment  to  Raphael's  attiff';  ' 

For  tlmt  he  knew  the  Fellow  well  enough. 

And  that  his  paltry  metal  ivould  not  pass.  i 

Such  was  the  language  of  this  false  Italian  : 
One  time  he  cluisten'd  Raphael  a  Pygmalion, 

Swore  that  his  Madams  were  compos'd  of  Stone ; 
Swore  his  Expressions  were  like  Owls  so  tame; 
His  Drawings,  like  the  lamest  Cripple,  lame; 

That,  as  for  Composition,  he  bad  none. 

Young  Artists,  tliese  asserdons  I  deny ; 
Twas  vile  ill  manners,  not  to  say  a  Ik ; 
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Raphael  did  real  excellence  inherit ; 

And  if  you  ever  chapce  to  paint  as  well, 

I  bonitjide  do  foretd, 
You'll  certainly  be  men  of  merit. 


ODE  IX. 

ThegouipiDgPcterteUeUiaitrang't  Slary;  and  mv ,  thon^  <lnDV-Seemelk 
to  enteruin  no  very  eUvntcd  OpinioDi  of  the  Wisdom  of  Kings— HinteUi  at 
the  Darrow  Escape  of  Sir  Joihiut  Reylialil*~Mr.  Ratnsa/i  RichM^A  E»- 
commendBlion  of  Flallery,  as  a  Specific  in  ForUmc-malung. 

I'm  told,  and  I  believe  the  story, 

That  a  fam'd  Queen  of  Northern  brutes, 
A  Gentlewoman  oi prodigious  glory, 

Wboni  etert/  sort  of  epitliet  well  suits  ; 
Whose  Husband  dear,  just  happening  to  provoke  bei 
Was  shoved  to  Heaven  upon  a  red-hot  poker  ; 
Sent  to  a  certain  King,  not  King  of  France, 

Desiring  by  Sir  Joshua's  band  his  Phiz.- 

What  did  the  Royal  Quiz  ? 
Why,  damned  genteelly,  sat  to  Mister  Dance* 
Then  sent  it  to  the  Northern  Queen, 
As  sweet  a  bit  of  wood  as  e'er  was  seen ; 

•  The  tnie  reaion  Ihat  iaduccil  EDa  Hqjetlf  to  ait  to  Mr.  DmM,  wu  JmiiMt 
Rtfal  ceonomy.  Mi.  Dance  ctiarged  Fifty  poundi  for  the  picture;  Sir  Joihaa 
Reynolds's  price  was  sooicwhat  aiorc  tlan  a  Hundred :  a  very  great  diffemiM 
in  tbe  market-price  of  paint  and  canvM;  and,  let  me  wy,  tbat  ju 
fareDce  p*eD  to  tUe  man  wlio  worked  ckt^Mt. 


Jut  JiMti5ed  ItN  MJ^I 

J 
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And  therefore  most  unlike  the  princely  Head ;                        ^^H 

He  might  as  well  liave  sent,*.pig  of  lead.                   ^^^^^^^H 

Down  every  throat  the  piece  M'as  cramm'd              ^^^^^^^H 

As  done  by  Reynolds,  and  deservedly  damn'd  :       ^^^^^^^H 

For  as  to  Master  Dance's  Art,                          ^^^^^^1 

It  ne'er  was  worth  a  single .                      ^^^^^^^^ 

Reader,  I  blush;  am  delicate  this  time:                   ^^^^^^^^1 

So  let  thi/  impudence  siip|)ly  the  rhyme.                   .*^^^^^^^| 

Thank  God  that  Monarchs  cannot  Taste  controlf^^^^^H 

And  make  each  Subject's  poor  submissive  soul      ^^^^^^H 

Admire  the  xcork  \hdX  judgement  ott  cries  Be  on : .     ^^^^^H 

Had  things  been  so,  poor  Reynolds  we  had  seen  ^^^^^^^| 

Painting  a  Barbers  Pole,  an  Ak-housc  Queen,               ^^^H 

The  Cat  and  Gridiron,  or  tlie  Old  Red  Lion :                     ^^^| 

At  Plympton^  perhaps,  tor  some  grave  Doctor  Slop,          ^^H 

Painting  the  pots  and  bottles  of  the  shop  ;                              ^^| 

Or  in  the  Drama,  to  get  in^at  to  munch,                             ^^^H 

His  brush  divine  had  pictured  scenes  for  Punch:    '■  '\        ^^H 

Whilst  West  was  whelping,  'midst  his  paints,                         ^^H 

Moses  and  Aaron,  and  all  sorts  of  Saints ;                             '  ^^H 

Adams  and  Eves,  and  Snakes  and  Apples,        j^w^^         ^* 

And  Devils,  for  beautifying  certain  Chapels.     ^^^^ 

•  Sir  Jojbua's  native  apot,  iu  Dcvonsbirr.                                             ^^^| 
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But  Reynolds  is  no  favourite,  that's  the  mailer; 

He  has  not  learnt  the  noUe  art,  Ui flatter*.  '  ^ 

Thrice-happy  times,  when  Monardts  find  them  hard 
things. 

To  teach  us  xchat  to  view  with  admiration  ; 
And,  like  their  heads  on  halfpence  and  brass  farthings. 

Make  their  opinions  ciuTent  through  the  nation ! 

I've  heard  that  Ramsay  f,  when  he  died, 
Left  just  nine  rooms  well  stuffd  with  Queens  and  Kings ; 
From  whence  all  nations  might  have  been  supplied, 
That  long'd  for  valuable  things. 
Viceroys,  Ambassadors,  and  Plenipos, 
Bought  them  to  join  tlieir  raree-shows 
In  foreign  parts, 
And  show  the  progress  of  the  British  Arts. 

Whether  tliey  purchas'd  by  the  pound  or  J/ard, 
I  cannot  tell,  because  I  never  heard  j 
But  this  I  hmv,  his  shop  was  like  a.fair^ 
And  dealt  most  largely  in  this  Royal  uure. 
See  what  it  ie  to  gain  a  Monarch's  smile;  — 
And  hast  tliou  miss'd  it,  Reynolds,  all  this  while  ? 

•  Thii  0(lp  wu  coitipostd  b«hre  Sir  Joahim  wm  dnbb«4  Kini^  F 
Potiilbl)  the  grral  Artiit  dmnM  ul'my  brautifil  Lyrit,  aiiJ  punued  iti 
t  Late  Paiutvr  to  Ifit  MiijMIy. 


ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS. 

How  Stupid  !  pr'ytlice,  seek  the  Courtkrs  school, 
And  learn  to  manufacture  oil  (if fool. 

Flaitertf$  ike  turnplkc-road  to  Fortufies  door ; 
Truth  is  a  narrow  lane,  all  full  of  quags.l 
leading  to  broken  heads,  abuse,  and  rags, 

And  workhouses,  sad  refuge  for  the  poor ! 

Flattery^s  a  Mountebank  so  spruce,  gets  riches ; 
Ti'utk,  a  plain  Smmi  Pure,  a  Quaker  preacher^ 
A  maral-mender,  a  disgusting  teacher,  ., 

That  never  got  a  sixpence  by  her  speeches. 


<  lltf  lnft>  Vatar  V 


Tie  loflj  Petw  brfinneth  with  an  originai  Simile  —  Disptajetli  a  deep  Kmik 
ledge  af  Homtr,  ami  motlem  DudiewM-CoDcltidelb  with  «  Piv^coy  about 


Painters  who  figure  in  the  Exhibition, 

Are  pretty  nearly  in  the  same  condition 
With  Cocka  on  Shrovetide,  which  the  season  gathers  ; 

Flung  at  by  every  lubber,  every  brat, 

Possessing  sense  to  throw  a  bat, 
To  break  their  bones,  and  knock  about  their  feathers. 


k 
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This  little  difference,  however,  lies 

Between  the  Painter  and  the  Fmvl,  I  find : 

The  Artist  for  the  post  of  danger  tries, 

The  Fowl  is  fastenM  much  against  his  mind; 

Who  damns  his  sentence,  would  annul  it, 
Sue  out  his  habeas  corpus,  and,  instead 
Of  being  beat  with  bats  about  the  head, 

Make  handsome  love  to  a  smart  Pulkt. 

And  yet  the  Painter  like  a  booby  groans. 

Who  courts  the  very  bats  which  break  bis  bones. 

But  who  from  scandal  is  exempt  ? 

fVho  does  not  meet,  at  times,  contempt  ? 

Great  Jove,  the  God  of  Gods,  lajigures  rich, 
Oft  call'd  his  bosom  Queen  a  saucy  bitch: 
Achilles  •  call'd  great  Agamemnon  hog, 
An  impudent,  deceitiiil,  dirty  dog. 

Behold  our  lofty  Duchesses  pull  caps. 

And  give  each  other's  reputation  raps, 

Ai freely  as  the  Drabs  of  Drury's  school; 

And  who,  pray,  knows  thatGeorgeourgracious  King 
(Said  by  bis  Courtiers  to  know  every  thing) 

May  not,  hy  future  times,  be  call'd  a. fool  ? 
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Tlie  B«rd  seiuibty  Tepruvetti  tUe  yonpg  ArUiU  for  their  Prapeiuit;^  to  AbiiM— 
Most  wittily  conparctli  tbem  to  HorK^leechca,  Gamc-coclu,  and  Cun. 

The  meaii,  the  rancorous  jealousies  that  swell 
In  some  sad  Artists'  souls,  I  do  despise; 

Instead  of  nobly  striving  to  creel, 

You  strive  to  pick  out  one  the  other's  eyes. 

To  be  a  Painter,  was  Correggio's  glory  : 

His  speech  should  flame  in  gold,  "  Sono  pittore." 

But  what,  if  truth  were  spoke,  would  be  ]/our  speeches? 
This:  "We're  a  set  of  fanie-sucking  Horse-leeches  ; 
Without  a  blush,  the  poorest  scandal  speaking ; 
Like  Cocks,  for  ever  at  each  other  beaking ; 
As  if  the  globe  we  dwell  on  were  so  small. 
There  really  was  not  room  enough  for  all" 

Young  men, 
I  do  presume  that  one  of  you  in  ten 
Has  kept  a  Dog  or  two ;  and  has  remark'd. 
That  when  you  have  been  comfoi-tably  feeding, 
The  Curs,  without  one  atom  of  court  breeding, 
With  watry  jaws  have  wliin'd,  and  paw'd,  and  bark'd; 
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Shown  anxiousness  about  the  mutton-bone, 
And,  'stead  oi  your  mouth,  wished  it  in  their  men  ; 
And  if  you  gave  this  bone  to  one  or  t'other, 
Heavens,  what  a  snarling,  quarrelling,  and  pother  ! 
This  perhaps  has  often  touch'd  you  to  the  quick, 
And  made  you  teach  gtwd  manners  by  a  kick  ; 
And,  if  the  tumult  was  beyond  all  bearing, 
A  little  bit  of  meet  emphatic  swearing ; 
Ad  eloquence  of  wondrous  use  in  wars. 
Among  sea-captains  and  the  brave  jack-tars. 

Now  tell  Die  honestly  ;  pray  don't  you  find 
Somewhat  in  Christians  just  of  the  same  kind 

That  you  expcrienc'd  in  the  Curs, 

Causing  your  anger  and  demurs? 


As,  for  example,  M-hen  your  mistress  Fame, 

Wishing  to  celebrate  a  wortliy  name, 
Takes  up  her  trump  to  give  the  just  applause ; 

How  have  you,  puppy-iike,  paw'd,  wish 'd,  and  whin'd; 

And  growl'd,  and  curs'd,  and  swore,  and  pin'd, 
And  long'd  to  tear  the  trumpet  fi"om  her  jaws ! 
The  Dogs  deserv'd  their  kicking,  to  be  sure; — 
But  you !  O  iic,  boys ;  go,  and  sin  no  more. 
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Tlw  campuikunte  Peter  lanientcth  tlie  Death  of  Mr.  Hone,  an  R.  A.— Ra- 
comMeadcth  him  (o  Oblivion,  Uie  great  PBtnm  of  Gcnium. 

There's  one  R.  A.  more  dead  ;  stiff  is  poor  Hon^;    ,. 

His  works  be  with  liiin  under  tlie  same  stone! 

I  think  the  sacred  Art  will  not  bemoan  'ein : 

But,  Muse,  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  boiium; 

As  to  his  Host  a  Traveller,  with  a  sneer,  ; 

Said  of  his  dead  tmall-beer. 

Go  then,  poor  Hone,  and  join  a  numerous  train 
Sunk  in  ObHvions  wide  Pacific  Ocean ; 
And  may  its  ■whale-like  stomach  feel  no  motion 

Tu  cast  thee,  like  a  Jonali,  up  agaio.  ('1 


Tlie  Poet  cxiiibiteth  the  locoiHlWK?  oT  the  World,  by  •  mo: 
pwiion  of  >  Flock  of  Stwfingi. 

Young  Artists,  it  may  so  &U  out, 
That  folks  shall  make  a  ^evous  rout, 
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Follow  you,  praise  your  Painting  to  the  skies  ; 

When  probably  a  Riband  (fie  upon  it !), 

A  Feather,  or  a  tawdry  Bonnet, 
Caught,  by  its  glare,  their  wonder-spying  eyes. 

Therefore,  don't  thence  suppose  that  you  inherit 
Mountains  of  unexampled  merit ; 
That  always  you  shall  be  pursued, 
And  like  a  wondrous  Beauty  woo'd. 

Great  is  the  World's  inconstancy,  God  knows ! 

Fame,  like  the  Ocean,  ebbs,  as  well  asjlaws  : 

Next  year  the  million  pitches  on  a  ruff, 

A  balloon  cap,  a  shawl,  a  muff; 

For  yoUy  no  longer  cares  a  single  rush, 

Following  sonie  other  Brother  of  the  Brush. 

To  raise  to  nobler  flights  the  Muse  s  wmg, 

A  Simile's  a  very  pretty  thing ; 
To  whose  sweet  aid  I'm  oft  an  humble  debtor, 

T'  illustrate  with  more  force  the  thing  I  mean : 

And,  if  the  Simile  be  neat  and  clean, 
Tdnt  mieux ;  that  is,  so  much  the  better. 

Therefore,  young  folks,  as  there's  a  great  deal  in't, 
Accept  one  just  imported  from  the  mint. 
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You've  seen  a  flock  of  Starlings,  to  be  sure, 
A  hundred  thousand  in  a  mess,  or  more ; 
Who  fortunately  hanng  found 
A  lump  of  Horse-litter  upon  the  ground, 

Down  drops  tlie  chattering  cloud  upon  the  dung. 
Then,  Lord,  what  doings !  Heavens,  what  admiration  ! 
Wliatjo)/,  what  transport,  "midst  the  speckled  nation  ! 

How  busy  every  deafc,  and  every  tongue ! 
All  talking,  gabbling,  but  none  listening, 
Just  like  a  group  of  Gossips  at  a  Christening* 

Let  but  a  cowdab  show  its  grass-green  face, 
They're  up,  without  so  much  as  saying  grace; 
And  lo  !  the  busy  flock  around  it  pitches, 

Just  as  upon  the  lump  before  : 

They  gabble,  wonder,  and  adore, 
And  equal  Brother  Martin's*  speeches. 

These  Starlings  show  tlie  World,  with  great  propriety ; 
Mad  as  March  Hares,  or  Curlews,  for  varieti/. 

•  A  nvcJi-adnirnI  f>p«aktr  b  lh«  Home  sf  CoTomoni,  who  tirm.  fnn, 
liMd  Stvlii^  MitUd. 
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ODE  XIV. 

Tbe  Great  Peter  despisetli  Frendmieiir 

I  BEG  it  as  a  favour,  my  young  folks, 
You  will  not  copy,  monkey-like,  the  French ; 

Whose  Pictures  justly  are  all  standiDigJokes^ 
Whether  they  represent  a  Man  or  Wench. 

If  Monsieur  paints  a  Man  of  Fashion, 

Making  an  obeisance  well  bred, 
The  Gentleman's  a  ram-cat  in  a  passion. 

His  back  all  crumpled  o'er  his  head  : 

Or,  if  he  paints  a  Wretch  upon  the  Wheel 
(And  bone-breaking's  no  trifling  thing,  God  knows !), 

Amidst  his  pains  the  Fellow's  so  genteel ! 
Yit feels  with  such  decorum  all  the  blows ! 

Or  if  a  Culprit's  gokig  to  tbe  DeoU 
(Which  some  folks  also  deem  a  serious  evil). 

So  digage  you  see  the  Man  advance. 
His  hands,  arms,  shoulders,  tum'd-out  toes, 
Madona-lifted  eyes,  and  cock'd  up  nose, 

Proclaim  the  pretty  Puppy  in  a  Dance. 
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I've  seen  a  Sleeping  Venus,  1  declare, 
With  hands  and  legs  stretcli'd  out  witii  suck  an  air, 
Her  neck  and  head  so  twisted  on  one  siioulder, 
With  suck  a  heavenly  smile,  that  each  beliolder 
Would  swear,  disdaining  Dancing's  vulgar  track. 
The  Datne  was  walking  minuets  on  her  back. — 
L'en  an  Old  Woman  yielding  up  her  breath 

liy  means  of  colic,  stone,  or  gravel, 
How  smirkingly  she  fccis  tiic  pangs  of  death! 

Witli  ivliat  a  grace  her  soul  prepares  to  travtll 

A  Frenchman's  Angel  is  an  Opera  Puiik  ; 

His  Virgin- Maries,  AfiUiners  lialf-druiik  : 

Our  blest  ]ledeeincr,  a  rank  PclU-maitre, 

In  every  aUiUide  aud  feature  : 
The  humble  Josephj  &o  geuteeily  made. 
Poor  Gentleman!  as  if  above  his  trade, 

And  only  fit  to  complinKnt  iiw  Wife; 
So  ikllcate,  as  if  he  scarcely  knew 
Oak  from  deal-board,  a  gimlet  fiom  a  screw, 

And  never  made  a  mouse-lrap  in  his  life. 

Think  not  I  wantonly  tlie  Freocli  atttKit ; 
I  never  will  put  Merit  on  the  rack  : 
IsTo;  yet,  I  own,  I  hate  the  shrugging  dogs. 
IVe  liv'd  among  them,  eat  their  frogs. 
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And  vomited  them  up,  "Uianlc  God,  again : 
So  that  I'm  able  now  to  say, 
I  carried  nought  of  theirs  away ; 

Which  otherwise  had  made  the  Puppies  vain. 


The  cDDceiled  Peter  tnnielli  an  amnt  EgoUat— Mendooelh  a  Number  of  fine 
Folks— Tliis  Minnie  candenuietb  Will  Whiiebead'a  Veraes;  am]  lie  next, 
excutpatetb  tlie  I^oreal,  by  cbpinng  the  right  SadiOt  on  tlie  right  Hone. 

No  Giant  more  "rejoiceth  in  his  course;" 
Not  Count  O'Kelly  in  a  winning  horse ; 
Not  Mistress  Hobart  to  preserve  a  box  *  ; 
Not  George  the  Third  to  triimiph  o'er  Charles  Fox  : 
Not  Spain's  wise  Monarch  to  bombard  Algiers ; 
Not  Pillories,  obeying  Law's  stern  voice. 
Can  more  rejoice 
To  hold  Kitt  Atkinson's  two  ears : — 


Not  more  rejoiceth  patriotic  Pitt, 
By  patriotic  Grocers  to  be  fed ; 

Not  Mother  Windsor f  in  a  nice  young  Tit; 
Nor  gaping  Deans,  to  hear  a  Bishop's  dead 


I  ■  Tit  caatM.  iMtween  Hra.  Hobart  aod  I^ySaliibniT,  with 

I  about  a  Box  It  tbe  Opera,  b  a  tal^ect  for  the  mott  rublinu  Epic. 

I  t  \prieftcuof  IbeCrprNBGodden. 


•4 
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Not  more  reform'd  John  Wilkes,  to  court  the  Crown ; 
Nor  Skinner  in  his  aldermanic  Gown ; 

Nor  Common-councihnen  on  turtle  feeding : 
Not  more  rejoice  old  envious  Maids,  so  stale, 
To  hear  of  weeping  Beauty  a  sad  tale, 

And  tell  llie  World  a  reigning  Toast  is  breeding: — 

Than  I,  the  Poet,  in  a  lucky  Ode, 

That  catches  at  a  hop  the  Cynic  race, 
Kills  by  a  laugh  its  grave  Bubonic  face, 

And  tears,  in  spite  of  him,  his  jaws  abroad. 

And  are  there  such  grave  Dons  that  read  my  Rhymes  ? 

All-gracious  Heaven  forgive  their  crimes  ! 

Oh !  be  their  lot  to  have  wise-talking  Wives ; 
And  if  in  reading  they  delight, 
To  read,  ye  Gods,  from  mom  to  night, 

Will  Whitehead's  Birth-day  Sonnets  all  their  lives*. 

Perhapy,  Reader,  thou'rt  a  Tinker,  or  a  Tanner, 

And  mendest  kettles  in  a  pretty  majiner ; 

Or  t^nest  hides  of  bulls,  and  cows,  and  calves : 

But  if  the  saucepan,  or  the  kettle,  ' 

Originally  be  had  metal, 
Thou'lt  say,  "  It  only  can  be  done  by  halves ;" 

•  Tfaii  Ode  y/M  wiilien  before  a  late  Laureal  resigued  his  eattU^  crown  for  * 
hrarmlf  uoe.  M»y  Mr.  Tom  Warlon  be  more  saccmTul  in  hii  Pindaric  adii- 
luioni,  and  Dol  verify  Ibe  Lalia  wbgc— £.(  niMa,  nU) JU. 
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Or  if  by  nohire  bad  tbe  bullocks'  skins,  ^  1 

"  They'll  make  vile  shoes  imd  boots  for  people's  ihint."  \ 

Then  wherefore  do  I  tlius  abuse 

Will  Whitehead's  hard-driven  Muse, 
Who  merits  rather  Pity's  tenderest  sigli? 

For  wliat  the  devil  can  he  do, 

Wiicn  forc'd  to  praise — //re  Lord  knoxcs  xvho  ? 
Verse  must  be  liiill  on  subjects  so  dauiu'd  dr>f. 


I 


The  Clmsji?  Prter  adviteth  nuten  lo  ridtintr  Taiie— LuIktUi  yme  of  dn 
limorant— Acruactb  Punters  of  an  Afffrtion  for  Vulewitj,  whom  lie  hnrae- 
vhippcth— RecODiinFiulcIh  a  chantiins  Subject— Tellrth  the  Kecret  of  liii 
Loie,  and  givetb  a  iie^Biaf  Sonset  ef  foiUMT  Dajfs— P«atculelk  Teniera'a 
Ucvib,  but  apiilaurdcth  the  ExecuUOD. 

Painters,  improve  your  Education : 
That  surely  stands  in  need  of  reformation. 
I've  heard  that  some  can  neitber  urite  nor  read,. 
"Which  does  do  lionour  to  the  hand  or  IwaxJ. 

Many,  I  know,  would  rather  pm'nt  a  Bcor, 

Or  Monkey  playing  his  quaint  tricks, 
TiiOD  some  sweet  Damsel  whom  all  licarts  reve: 

AVhose  charoiK  Ute  eyo  of  Admiration  fix : 
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Would  rather  see  a  stump  with  strength  cxpress'd, 
Than  all  the  snowy  fulness  of  her  breast, 
f)r  Up,  that  innocence  so  sweetly  moves, 
Or  smile,  the  fond  Elysium  of  the  Loves. 

This  brings  those  days  to  memory,  wlien  my  tongue 
To  Cynthia's  beauty  pouv'd  my  soul  in  Song; 
When,  on  the  margin  of  Uie  murmuring  stream, 
My  fancy  frequent  form'd  the  golden  dream 
Of  Cynthia's  grace,  of  Cynthia's  smiles  divine, 
And  made  those  smiles  and  peerless  bciiuty  mine. 

It  brings  to  memory  too  those  dismal  times. 

When  nougJit  mySighs  avail'd,  and  nought  my  Rhymes 

When  at  the  silent,  solemn,  close  of  day, 

My  pensive  steps  would  court  the  darkling  grove, 
To  hear,  in  Philomela's  lonely  lay. 

The  fainting  echoes  of  my  luckless  love ; 
Till  night's  increasing  shades  around  me  stole, 
And  mingled  with  the  gloom  that  wrapp'd  my  soul. 

Reader,  dost  choose  a  Sonnet  of  those  days  ? 
Take  it,  and  say  not  I'm  a  foe  to  praise. 
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TO  CYNTHIA. 

0  Thou  whose  love-inspiring  air 
Delights,  yet  gives  a  thousand  woes ! 

My  day  declines  in  dark  despair, 
And  night  hath  lost  her  sweet  repose ; 

Yet  who,  alas !  like  me  was  blest. 

To  othej's  ere  thy  charms  were  known ; 

When  Fancy  told  my  raptured  breast. 
That  Cynthia  smil'd  on  me  alone  ? 

Nymph  of  my  soul,  forgive  my  sighs ; 

Forgive  the  jealous  fires  I  feel ; 
Nor  blame  the  trembling  wretch,  who  dies 

When  others  to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo !  theirs  is  every  winning  art, 
With  Fortune's  gifts,  unknown  to  me  ; 

1  only  boast  a  simple  heart, 

In  love  with  Innocence  and  Thee. 


Build  not,  alas !  your  popularity 

On  that  beast's  back  yclep'd  Vulgarity  ; 
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A  beast  that  many  a  Booby  takes  a  pride  in ; 
A  beast  beneath  the  noble  Peter's  riding. 

How  should  the  man  who  loves  to  be  unchaste. 
To  feed  on  Carrion  dread  his  hoiind-likc  paunch, 

Judge  of  an  Ortolan's  delicious  taste, 

Or  feel  the  flavour  of  a  fine  fat  Haunch  ? 

Or,  wont  with  bitter  Purl  to  wet  his  clay. 

How  should  he  judge  of  Claret  or  Tokay  ? 

Teiiiers's  Devils,  Witches,  Monkeys,  Toads, 
That  make  me  shudder  while  I  pen  these  Odes, 

Most  truly  painted,  to  be  sure,  you'll  find  ; — • 
How  greater  far  the  excellence,  to  paint 
With  heaven-directed  eye  the  beauteous  Saint, 

And  mark  th'  emotions  of  her  angel-mind ! 
Envy  not  such  as  have  in  dirt  surpass'd  ye ;  — 
Tis  easy,  very  emy,  to  be  nasty. 


Tbit  moialuiiiK  BanI  exixMetb  the  nnliunMsa  or  Miiidiiiid  in  tlie  Article  uf 
Ijm-hing— DtrcHnlvUi  opoD  Wil  — DUclwiuctli  Pteieiuian  to  it—Makclli 
Love  to  Candour,  aad  nudrit'y  concludclli. 

How  dearly  mortals  love  to  laugh  and  grin  ! 

Just  as  they  love  to  stuff  tliemselves  to  chin 

VOL.  I.  r 
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With  Other  people's  Meat ;  good  saving  sense, 
Because  at  other  folks'  expense  : 
But  turn  the  laugh  on  theni,  how  chang"d  their  notes ! 
"  Oh,  damn  'em,  this  is  serious :  cut  their  throats." 

Wit,  says  an  Author  tiiat  I  do  not  know, 

Is  like  Time's  Scythe,  cuts  down  both  friend  and  foe  ; 

Ready  each  object,  tiger-like,  to  leap  ofi. 

"  Lord,  what  a  Butcher  tliis  same  Wit!  Thank  God," 
A  Critic  cries,  "in  Master  Pindar's  Ode 

We  spy  til'  effect  of  no  such  dangerous  weapon." 

No,  Sir:  'tis  dove-eyed  Candour's  charms 

I  woo  to  these  desiring  arms  ; 
She  is  my  Goddess,  to  her  shrine  I  bend ; 

Nymph  of  the  voice  that  beats  the  morning  Lark, 

Sweet  as  the  dulcet  note  of  either  Park*, 
Be  thou  my  soft  Companion  and  my  Friend. 

Thy  lovely  hand  my  Pegasus  shall  guide, 
And  teach  thy  modest  Pupil  how  to  ride : 
Thus  shall  I  hurt  not  any  group-composers  ; 
From  Sarah  Benwell's  brush,  to  Mary  Mozer's  f . 

•  Two  llTothtn,  of  IliF  most  dbtuicuLiLed  merit  on  tbe  Oboe. 

1  The  but  of  these  Ijitlia,  aa  R.  A.  by  means  of  a  nAtisu  Pietuic  of  a  PUlo 
otGautdinTiti;  tbe otiicr  in  kspi* of  Acudi-mic  lionDan.througUuneTiuiIiJcsTM 
of  mcril. 


I 
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u  landscape  Painlcrs. 


Whate'eu  your  wish  in  Landscape  to  excel, 
London's  the  very  place  to  mar  it; 

Believe  die  oracles  I  tell, 
There's  very  little  Landscape  in  a  Garret. 
Wliate'er  the  tlocks  of  Fleas  you  keep, 
'Tis  badly  copying  them  for  Goats  and  Sheep; 
And  if  you'll  take  the  Poet's  honest  word, 
A  Bug  must  make  a  miserable  Bird. 

A  Rushlight  winking  in  a  Bottle's  neck, 
I  111  represents  tire  glorious  Orb  of  Morn  : 

I         Nay,  though  it  were  a  Candle  wjtli  a  wick, 
^^P     Twould  be  »  rcpresentativeforlom. 

^^r  I  think  too,  that  a  man  would  be  a  fool, 
For  Trees,  to  copy  legs  of  a  Joint-stool ; 
Or  even  by  them  to  represent  a  Stump  : 

As  also  Broomsticks  ;  which,  though  well  he  rig 

Each  with  an  old  Jb.v- colour  tl  zeig, 

Must  make  a  very  poor  autumnal  Clair^. 
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You'll  say,  "  Yet  such  ones  oft  a  person  sees 

In  many  an  Artist's  Trees: 
And  in  some  Paintings  we  have  all  beheld, 
Green  Baize  hath  surely  sat  for  a  green  Field; 
Bolsters  for  Mountains,  Hills,  and  Wlieaten  Mows  ; 
Cats,  for  Ram-goats;  and  Curs,  for  Bulls  and  Cows. 

All  this,  my  Lads,  I  freely  grant ; 

But  better  things  from  you  I  want. 
As  Shakspcare  says  (a  Bard  I  much  approve), 
"  List,  list,  oh!  list,"  if  thou  dost  Painting  love. 

Claude  painted  in  the  open  air  : 
Therefore  to  Wales  at  once  repair; 
Where'Scenes  of  true  Magnificence  you'll  lind: 
Besides  this  great  advantage;  if  in  debt, 
Youll  have  with  Creditors  no  iite-a-Uie: 

So  leave  the  bull-dog  Bailiffs  all  behind ; 
Who,  hunt  you  with  what  noise  they  may, 
Must  hunt  for  needles  in  a  stack  of  hay. 

ODE  XIX. 

Tlie  Pott  hiuutli  to  ArtisU  tlie  Value  orTInie. 

TuE  man  condemn 'd  on  Tyburn-tree  to  swing, 
Deems  such  a  Show  a  very  dullish  thing ;  • 
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He'd  rather  a  Spectator  be,  I  ween, 
Than  the  sad  Actot'  in  the  scene. 

He  blames  tlie  Law's  too  rigid  resolution: 
If  with  a  beef-steak  stomach,  in  liis  prime, 
Lord,  Avith  what  reverence  he  looks  on  time; 

And,  most  of  all,  the  honr  of  executionl 
And  as  the  Cart  doth  to  the  Tree  advance, 
How  wondrous  willing  to  postpone  the  dance.' 

Believe  me,  Time's  of  monstrous  use: 
But,  ah,  how  subject  to  abuse! 

It  seems  that  with  him  folks  were  often  cloj/'d. 
I  do  pronounce  it,  Time's  a  public  good  : 
Just  like  a  youthful  Beauty;  to  be  tcoo'd, 

Made  muck  of,  and  be  pr<^erly  enjoy 'd. 

Time's  sand  is  wonderfully  small ; 

It  slips  between  the  fingers  in  a  hurry: 
Therefore,  on  each  young  Artist  let  me  call, 

To  prize  it  as  an  Indian  does  his  carry* 
Whether  liis  next  rare  exhibition  be 
Amidst  the  great  R.  A.'s— or  on  a  tree. 

*  A  Dniveraal  Tiwd  io  ilie  Eait  Indies. 
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ODE  XX. 

The  nnfortimate  Peter  lameotetii  the  Loss  of  an  importaat  Ode  bj  Rtts.—  He 

prayeth  devoutly  for  the  Rats. 

"  Hiatus  maximi  deftendus  r 

I've  lost  an  Ode  of^hafming  praise; 
From  like  misfortune  Heaven  defend  us! 
The  sweetest  of  my  Lyric  Lays ; 
Where  many  a  youthful  Artist  shone  with  fame, 
Like  his  own  Pictures  in  a  fine  gilt  frame. 

Perditibn  catch  the  roguish  Rats ! 

Their  trembling  limbs  should  fill  the  maws  of  Cats, ' 
Were  I  to  be  their  sole  adviser : 

Vermin !  like  Trunk-makers,  KingSj  Pastry-cooks, 

Dealing  in  legions  of  delightful  Books, 
Yet,  with  the  learning,  not  a  whit  the  wiser. 
Thank  God,  the  Ode  unto  My^effthey  spared; 
And,  lo !  the  labour  of  the  lucky  Bard. 
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TO    MYSELF. 

Tbe  cmltf  d  P«tcr  widieth  to  nuko  ILe  gaping  AVorid  trqiiainted  vitt  tlia  Fbee 
of  liis  Nativiry  ;  but  before  he  ran  gtt  aii  Answer  Tram  IlimKlf,  be  most 
nMimelf  btmtclh  forib  into  an  Address  to  Mcvatti!:iy  and  Monaehole.  two 
Fiiliing-towDS  in  Cornnall— tlie  Gut  celebrated  for  Pilolurili,  tbe  lalt  fur 
fciring  birth  to  Dolly  Prntreatli,— Tlie  Poet  praisetli  tlie  Honourable  Dnine* 
Barrii^OD,  and  PUcharda-Foiyettetli  &\e  Piace  of  bw  Nalivity ;  and,  lik* 
luj  gicml  Aoccitor  of  Tlipbcs,  teavetb  bii  Readen  in  llif  darh. 

O  Tnou  whose  daring  Works  sublime  ■' 

Defy  the  rudest  rage  of  Time  ! 
Say,  for  the  World  is  witli  conjecture  dizzy. 
Did  Mouseholc  give  thee  hirtli,  or  Mevagizzy? 

Hail,  Alevagizz^,  with  such  wonders  fmught! 

Where  Boats,  and  Men,  and  Stinks,  and  Trade,  are 
stirring: 
Where  Pilchards  come  in  myriads  to  be  caught; 

Pilchard,  a  thousand  times  as  good  as  Herring. 

Pilchard,  the  idol  of  the  Popish  nation, 
Hail,  little  Instrument  of  vast  Salvation! 
Pilchard,  I  ween,  a  most  soul-saving  Fish, 

On  which  the  Catholics  in  Lent  are  crammd; 
Who,  had  they  not,  poor  souls!  this  lucky  dish, 

Would j?wA  eat,  and  be  consequently  damifd:- 
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Pilchards,  whose  bodies  yield  the  fragrant  Oil, 
And  make  the  London  Lamps  at  midnight  smile; 
Which  Lamps,  wide-spreading  salutary  light, 
Beam  on  tlie  wandering  Beauties  of  tlie  night ; 
And  show  each  gentle  Youth  their  cheeks'  deep  r 
And  tell  him  whether  tliey  have  eyes  and  noses. 

Hail,  Mouseholc,  birth-place  of  old  Doll  Pentreath* 
The  last  Mho  jabber 'd  Cornish ;  so  says  Daines, 

M'ho,  bat-like,  haunted  ruins,  lane,  and  heath, 
With  Will-o'wisp  to  brighten  up  his  brains : — 

Daines,  who  a  thousand  miles,  unwearied,  trots 
For  Bones,  Brass  Fartliings,  Ashes,  and  Old  Pots; 
To  prove  that  folks  of  old,  like  us,  were  made 
With  heads,  eyes,  hands,  and  toes,  to  drive  a  trade. 

'  A  *erj  olJ  woman  of  Monsfliolc,  suppaied  f/iiWj,  UowcverjIuliavebtPn 
the  liul  olio  spoke  tbc  Comiib  Innf^uogc.  Hic  Honoiirablr  Auliqimriitji,  Uaincs 
Barringlon,  Esquire,  joiiropyeJ,  tome  ytaii  «mcf ,  from  London  to  fbt  Lanifi- 
End,  to  conrene  «i(li  Ibn  wiinklcd,  jct  dolicioiu,  nwrrm.  He  enlcnd 
Uoasebolc  in  a  kind  of  lnuui[ib ;  wu),  pecpinE  into  lier  liiil.  cxclumed,  witli  all 
tlie  fire  of  an  enraptured  Lover,  in  the  Uiieiugr  of  the  fantoui  Gmek  i>liilo«tih«r, 
"Eurfka!"  The  Couple  kiised:  DoU  kiod  ■lletgoJ'Unl;  Dunri  listened  nith 
•dmintiooi  conmiittcil  her  Speeches  to  paper,  not  vuuturing  In  (nut  his 
memoTS  wiih  w  nuttk  Inanure.  Tlic  innnrlion  wn*  nmnunred  lo  the  Socipi)  ; 
the  Jonnuk  were  enritMtd  with  their  Dioliigue*:  ilic  Old  Ladjr^  Picture  was 
onlcced  to  be  taken  by  the  most  <:niiuimlArlut,iud  tbeHunounblc  Mcmbetto 
be  pubhi'lj  tliankcd  fur  tlie  dia^vrtry! 


d 


ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS. 


The  ^allAT^'m2  Ode  w 


m  jut  after  tLe  great  Cnubes  and  Fulls  a  1  Somenel 


Hoiuc^Pttcr  is  clurmin^y  inmical. 

Sir  William,  cover 'd  witli  Chinese  renown, 
Whose  Houses  are  no  sooner  up  Uian  dorvn^^ 
Don"t  heed  the  discontented  N^arion's  cry; 

Thine  are  religious  Houses,  very  hu?nble; 

Upon  their Jiicar  much  incUn'd  to  tumble; 
So  meek,  tliey  cannot  keep  their  heads  on  high. 

I  know  the  foolish  Kingdom  all  runs  riot, 

Calling  aloud  for,  "  Wyat,  Wyat,  Wyat!" 
Mho  on  their  good  opinion  hourly  gains. 

But  where  lies  Wyat's  merit: — what  his  praise? 

Abroad  this  roving  man  spent  half  his  days, 
Contanplating  of  Rome  the  great  remains ! 


This  Wyat's  works  a  classic  taste  combine, 

fl'ho  studied  tliiis  the  Ancients  oer  and  o'er;' 
,.'»  *  .1 
But,  lo !  the  greater  reputation  thine, 

To  do  what  «o  man  ever  did  befoj-e. 


■  I  take  it  for  gtaiiled.  that  the  H«iuc«  in  t^nerul  built  by  the  Kn^ht,  ara 
u  Diucli  in  tin  «ljle  arGii]geibre«dasSonienet  Hau». 
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ODE  XXIIL 

Ptter  coochidetlk  hb  Odet-Secmedi  baofry— EsfMstntaitedi  uMl  tlie  Rtadfr-^' 
and  g«tteth  the  Start  of  the  Worid,  bj  irtt  pntmg  his  own  Works. 

Tom  SoutHfittN  to  John  Drydeti  went  one  day, 
To  buy  a  Head  and  Tail  Piece  for  his  Play  : — 
"Thomas,"  ^uoth  John,  "  I've  sold  itty  Goods  io& 

*  cheap  ; 
So,  if  you  please,  my  Price  shall  take  a  leap** 

O  Reader,  look  me  gravely  in  the  face ; 
Speak,  is  nOt  that  with  tne  and  thee  the  case  ? 
For  this  year*s  Odes  I  charge  thee  Half  a  Crown ; 
So,  without  grumbling,  put  thy  Money  down : 

For  things  are  desperately  risen,  good  Lord ! 

Fish,  Flesh,  Coals,  Candles,  Window-lights,  and  Board. 

Why  should  not  charming  Poetry  then  rise  ? 

That  comes  so  devilish  far  too — from  the  skies. 

And,  lo !  the  Verses  that  adorn  this  page. 

Beam,  Comet-like,  alas !  but  once  an  Ase. 


FAREWELL  ODES 


TO 


THE  ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS, 


FOR  THE  TEAR 


MDCCLXXXVL 


RiDENTEM  diccre  vcrum 

Quid  vctat  ?  Horace. 
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Pclcr  talketh  of  rFti;n>'"ir  Uie  Lanreatship.— llic  Works  of  the  Artiab  gif  e  God 
Thanki  upon  tbe  OccKioa.— He  prophesielh  the  Triumph  of  tbc  AHists  on  bii 
Reii^TBtioD.— TlieArtitU  also  Prophesy  Id  Peter's  Dltad  vantage.— Peter'ilut 
Comfurli,  iboiilil  tlieir  Propbcc;  be  fulfilled. 

Peter,  like  famed  Christina,  Queen  of  Sweden, 
Who  thought  a  wicked  Court  was  not  an  Eden, 

This  year  resigns  the  Laurel  Crown  for  ever '. 
What  all  the  famed  Academicians  wish ; 
No  more  on  painted  Fowl,  and  Flcsih,  and  Fish, 

He  shows  the  World  his  carving  skill  so  clever ; 
Brass,  Iron,  \Vood-work,  Stone,  in  peace  shall  rest. 
"  Thank  God!"  exclaim  the  Works  of  Mister  West. 


"  Thank  God  !"  the  Works  of  Loutherbourg  exclaim; 

For  guns  of  Critics  no  ignoble  Game ; 

"  No  longer  now,  afraid  of  rhyming  praters, 

Shall  we  be  christend  Tea-boards,  vaniish'd  Waiters : 
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No  Verse  shall  swear  that  ours  are  Pasteboard  Rocks, 
Our  Trees  brass  Wigs,  and  Mops  our  fleecy  Flocks." 

"  Thank  Heaven !"  exclaims  Rigaud,  with  sparkling 

eyes; 
"  Then  shall  my  Pictures  in  importance  rise, 
And  fill  each  gaping  mouth  and  eye  with  Wonder." — -  J 

Monsieur  Rigaud, 

It  may  be  so : 
To  think  thy  Stars  have  made  so  strange  a  blunder, 
That  bred  to  Paint  the  genius  of  a  Glazier ; 
That  spoil'd,  to  make  a  Dauber,  a  good  Brazier ! 
None  but  thy  partial  tongue  (believe  my  Lays) 
Can  dqre  stand  forth  tlie  lieraid  of  thy  praise : 
Could  Faioe  iqjplaud,  whose  voice  my  Verse  reveres. 
Justice  should  bi'eak  her  trump  about  her  oars. 

*'  Thank  Heaven!"  cries  Mbtcr  Garvay;  and,  "  Thank 
God!" 

Cries  Mister  Copley,  "  that  this  Man  of  Ode, 

No  more,  Baibarian-llke,  shall  o'er  us  ride ; 
Ko  more,  like  Beads  in  nasty  order  strung. 
And  round  the  waist  of  this  wild  Mohawk  hung, 

Sliall  Academic  Scalps  indulge  his  pride. 

"  No  more  hung  up  in  this  dread  Fellow's  Rbym^ 
Whicli  he  most  impudently  calb  iubUrnCf 
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Shalt  we,  poor  inoffensive  souls, 

Appear  just  like  so  many  Moles, 
Trapp'd  in  an  orchard,  garden,  or  a  field : 

Which  Mole-catchers  suspend  on  trees, 

To  show  their  titles  to  their  fees  ; 
Like  Doctors,  paid  too  often  for  the  kitl'd." 

Pleas'd  that  no  more  my  Verses  sViall  annoy,  I'  " 

Glad  that  my  blister  Odes  shall  cease  their  stinging; 

Each  Wooden  Figure's  mouth  expands  with  joy; 
Hark  how  they  all  break  forth  in  singing  ! 

In  boastful  sounds  the  grinning  Artists  cry, 

"  Lo  !  Peter's  hour  of  insolence  is  o'er: 

His  Muse  is  dead,  his  Lyric  Pump  is  dry; 

His  Odes,  like  Stinking  Fish,  not  worth  a  groat  a  score. 

Art  thou  then  weak,  like  us,  thou  snarling  Sniveller  ? 

Art  thou  like  one  of  us,  thou  Lyric  Driveller  ? 

"  Our  Kings  and  Queens  in  glory  now  shall  He, 

Each  unmolested,  sleeping  in  his  frame  ; 
Our  Ponds,  our  Lakes,  our  Oceans,  Earth,  and  Sky, 

No  longer  scouted  shall  be  put  to  shame : 
No  Poet's  rage  shall  root  our  Stumps  and  Stumplings, 
And  swear  our  Clouds  are  flying  Apple-dumplings; 
Fame  shall  proclaim  how  well  our  Plum-trees  bud. 
And  sound-the  merits  of  our  Marl  and  Mud.  "A- 
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"  Our  Oaks,  and  Brushwood,  and  our  lofty  Elms, 
No  jingling  Tyrant's  wicked  rage  o'erwhclms, 

Now  this  vile  FcUcr  is  Itiid  low : 
In  peace  shall  our  Stone  Hedges  sleep. 
Our  Huts,  our  Bams,  our  Pigs,  and  Sheep, 

And  Wild-fowl,  from  the  eagle  to  the  crow. 

"  They  who  shall  see  thia  Peter  in  the  street. 
With  fearless  eye  his  front  shall  meet, 

And  cry:  '  Is  tiiis  the  man  of  keen  remark? 
Is  this  the  night?'  shall  be  their  taunting  speech; 
'  A  dog!  who  dar'd  to  snap  each  Artist's  breech, 

And  bite  Academicians  like  a  Shark. 

"  He  whose  broad  cleaver  chopp'd  the  Sons  of  Pabt; 
Crush'd,  like  a  Marrow-bone,  each  lovely  Saint ; 

Spared  not  the  very  Clothes  about  their  backs: 
The  little  duck-wing'd  Cherubims  abus'd; 
That  could  not  more  inliumanly  he  us'd, 

Poor  lambkins,  had  they  ftiU'n  among  the  Blacks : 
He,  once  so  furious,  soon  shall  want  relief, 
Stak'd  through  the  body  like  a  paltry  Thief.' 

"  How  art  thou  fall'n,  O  Cherokee !"  they  cry  ; 

"  How  art  thou  fall'n  !"  the  joyful  roofs  resound; 

"  Hell  shall  tliy  body,  for  a  Rogue,  surround, 
And  there,  for  ever  roasting,  mayst  thou  lie : 
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Like  Dives  mayst  thou  stretch  in  fires  along, 
Refused  one  drop  of  drink  to  cool  thy  tongue." 

Ye  goodly  Gentlemen,  repress  your  yell ; 

Your  hearty  wislies  for  my  health  restrain : 
For  if  our  Works  can  put  us  into  Hell, 

Kind  Sirs,  we  certainly  sliall  meet  again: 
Nay,  what  is  worse,  I  really  don't  know  whether 
We  must  not  lodge  in  the  satrie  room  together. 


^ 


Peter  fbtg^Ot  Ibe  Aradeniicmnt  and  Dinner— Pitieth  die  Prince  or  Wales, 
Duke  of  Orieaiu,  Duke  FilijauiCB,  Coant  Lanxan,  Lords  Caermarthcn  uid 
BeilMroujh,  Ac;  and  pnuwlh  Mt.  Wciyie— Enculpatetli  the  Prcndent— 
CondeiDneth  Sir  William  Cluimbere  and  tlic  Committee  for  Oicir  bad  M«- 
■igemeDt.— Peter  talketh  of  visitiD^  tlie  Frencli  Kin?  and  tlie  Duic  of 


Whene'er  Academicians  run  astray. 

Such  should  the  moral  Peter's  Song  reclaim ; 
Of  Paint,  this.  Ode  shall  nothing  sing  or  say ; 
My  eagle  Satire  darts  at  different  game  ; 
I  Against  decorum  I  abhor  a  sinner ; 

t  And  therefore  lash  the  Academic  Dinner. 

I  VOL.  I.  K 
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Th'  Academy,  though  mftrvcUpusly  poor, 

Can  once  a  year  ^flforii  to  eat : 
By  means  of  kind  Donations  at  the  door, 

The  Members  make  a  comfortable  Treat ; 
Like  Gipsies  in  a  bam  around  Uieir  King, 
That  annual  meet  to  munch,  and  dance,  and  sing. 

A  Feast  was  made  of  flesh,  fish,  tarts,  creams,  jellies,  1 
To  suit  the  various  qualities  of  bellies  : 
JUine  gnimbled  to  be  ask'd,  and  be  delighted ; 
But  wicked  Peter's  paunch  was  not  invited. 

Yet  though  no  message  waited  on  the  Bard, 

With  compliments  from  Academic  names ; 
The  Prince  of  Wales  receiv'd  a  civil  card. 

His  Grace  of  Orleans  too,  and  Duke  Fitzjames, 
Count  de  Lauzun,  and  Count  Contlan,  _ 

A  near  relation  to  the  man  jfl 

In  whose  poor  sides  old  Hawke  once  fix'd  his  claw^" 
Were  welcom'd  by  the  Academic  Lords, 
Either  by  writing  or  by  words, 

To  come  and  try  the  vigour  of  their  jawa. 

Unfortunately  for  the  modest  Duke^, 

The  nimble  Artists,  all  witli  Greyhound  lookn, 
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Fell  oa  the  Meat  with  teeth  prodigioua  able ; 
Seiz'd  of  the  Synagogue  the  highest  places  ; 
And  left  the  poor  forlorn,  tlieir  Gallic  Graces, 

To  Dibble  at  the  bottom  of  tlie  table. 

There  sat  too  my  good  ImtA  Caermarthen, 
As  one  of  the  canaille,  not  worth  a  farthing ! 
But  what  can  Titles,  Virtues,  at  a  Feast, 
Where  glory  waits  qppn  tiip  greatest  ^east  ? 

To  see  a  Stone-cutter  and  Mason 

High  mounted  o'er  those  &fen  of  Quality, 

By  no  means  can  our  annals  blazon 
For  feats  of  courtly  hospitality. 

I've  heard,  however,  one  or  two  were  Tanners  : 

Granted ;  it  doth  not  much  improve  their  manners. 

They  probably,  in  answer,  may  declare. 
They  thought  the  Feast  just  like  a  Hunt; 

In  which,  as  soon  as  ever  starts  the  Hare, 
Each  Nimrod  tries  to  be  first  in  upon't : 

The  greatest  he,  amidst  the  liowling  fiiss, 

Who  first  can  triumph  o'er  poor  dying  Puss. 
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Peters"  most  justly  raised  his  eyes  with  wonder, 
And  wanted  decently  to  give  them  grace  ; 

But,  bent  on  \'^enison  and  on  Turbot  plunder, 

A  clattering  peal  of  Knives  and  Forks  took  place  : 

Spoons,  Plates,  and  Dishes,  rattling  round  tlie  table. 

Produced  a  new  edition  of  old  Babel. 

They  had  no  stomach  o'er  a  Grace  to  nod : 
Nor  time  enough  to  offer  thanks  to  God : 
That  might  be  done,  they  wisely  knew, 
"When  they  had  nothing  else  to  do. 

His  Highness  f  entering  rather  somewhat  late, 
Could  scarcely  find  a  knife,  or  fork,  or  plate ; 
But  not  a  single  maiden  dish. 
Poor  gentleman,  of  flesh  or  fish. 

Most  wofully  the  Pastry  had  been  paw'd, 
And  trembling  Jellies  barbarously  claw'd  ; 
Id  short,  my  gentle  Readers  to  amaze, 
His  Highness /r/cAV  the  bones  of  the  R.  A.'a. 

O  WeltjieJ,  had  thy  lofty  form  been  there, 

And  seen  thy  Prince  so  serv'd  with  scrap  and  slop^  1 

Thou  surely  wouldst  have  brought  him  better  fiire ;     -H 
A  warm  Beef-steak  perchaoce,  or  Muttoo-chop. 


I  tTUP 


A  reapectkble ClentTnw,  aDdaoeartbe  Aeatleniiciuu. 

Prince  oT  WiIes.  t  TIie  Ptince't  Gtmuo 
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Thou  wouldst  have  said,  "  De  Prence  of  Wales,  hy  Got^ 

Do  too  mush  honour  to  be  at  der  Feast ; 
Vert  he  cant  heb  von  beet  of  Meat  dat's  hot, 
:    But  treated  vid  de  Bones  shust  like  a  Beast. 

'*  De  Prence,  he  vas  too  great  to  sit  and  eat 
'.  Bones  and  Leajings  of  de  meat ; 
^  And  munsh  vat  dirty  low-lifed  Rogues  refuse: 
By  Got,  not  Jit  to  vipe  de  Prence's  shoes .'" 

Great  Besljorough's  Earl  too  came  off  second-best : 
His  nmrmuring  Stomach  liad  not  half  a  feast; 

And  therefore  It  was  natural  to  mutter. 
To  rectify  the  fault)  with  joyless  looks 
His  Lordship  hore  his  Belly  off  to  Brookes, 

Who  fill'd  the  grumbler  up  with  Bread  and  Butter. 

Sirs,  those  manffiuvres  were  extremely  coarse  ; 

This  really  was  the  essence  of  ill-breeding ; 
Not  for  your  souls  could  you  have  treated  worse 

Bum-bailiffs,  by  tliis  dog-like  mode  of  feeding. 


Grant,  you  eclips'd  a  pack  of  Hounds,  with  glee 

Pursuing,  in  full  cry,  the  fainting  Game ; 
Surpass'd  them  too,  in  gobbling  down  the  Prey : 
■   Still,  great  R.  A.'s,  I  tell  you  'twas  a  shame. 
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Grant,  each  of  you  the  wondrous  mwi  excell'd, 
Who  beat  a  Butcher's  Dog  in  fcating  Tripe ; 
And  that  each  paunch  with  guttling  was  so  swell'd, 


Not  one  bit  more  could 


pass  your  8W 


allow- 


pipe: 


Grant,  that  you  dar'd  such  Stuffing-feats  display, 
That  not  a  soul  of  you  could  walk  away; 
Still,  'midst  the  Triumphs  of  your  gobbling-fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  a  shame. 

Grant,  you  were  greas'd  up  to  the  nose  and  eyes. 
Your  Cheeks  all  shining  like  a  Lantern's  horn, 

Witli  tearing  hams,  and  fowls,  and  giblet-pies, 
And  ducks,  and  geese,  and  pigeons  newly  bom: 

Though  great,  in  your  opinion,  be  your  fame, 

I  tell  you,  great  R.  A-'s,  it  was  a  shame. 

This  let  me  own ;  the  candour-loving  Muse 
Most  willingly  Sir  Joshua  can  excuse, 

Who  tries  the  Nation's  glory  to  increase; 
Whose  genius  rare  is  very  seldom  nodding; 
But  deep,  on  Paintmg  subjects,  plodding, 

To  rival  Italy  and  Greece ; — 

But  pray,  Sir  William*,  what  have  yat  to  say? 
No  such  impediment  lies  in  your  way  ; 


■  Sir  Williuii  Cbaiubtn. 


Genius  can't  hurt  ijour  fettquettb  attention ; 
And  Messieurs  Tyler,  Wilton,  and  Rja,aud, 
Have  you  a  genius  to  impede  you  F — No  : 

Nor  many  a  one  besides  that  I  could  mention. 

This  year  (God  willing)  I  shall  visit  France, 
And  taste  of  Lewis,  grand  nionarque,  the  prog ; 
His  Grace  of  Orleans,  so  kind,  perchance 

May  ask  me  to  his  house  to  pick  &Jrog  : 
And  yet,  what  right  have  I  to  visit  there, 
Who  see  a  Prince  so  vilely  treated  hfere? 

Ye  Royal  Artists,  at  your  future  Feasts, 

I  fear  youll  make  tlieir  Graces  dowimght  Daniels; 

And,  as  the  Prophet  dined  among  Wild  Beasts, 

The  Dukes  will  join  your  Pointers  and  your  Spaniels. 


Pcler  admimaterctb  age  Advice  lo  merccnaiy  Ani«U,  itid  letletli  a 
drlecable  Story  of  n  Couulry  Bumkin  and  a  Peripatetic  namr-Kller. 

FoKBEAR,  my  friends,  to  sacrifice  your  fame 
To  sordid  Gain,  unless  that  you  are  starving  : 

I  own,  that  Hunger  will  indulgence  claim 

For  hard  Stone  Heads  and  Landscape  carving, 
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In  order  to  make  haste  to  sell  and  eat ; 
For  there  is  .certainly  a  charm  in  meat : 
And  in  rebelUaus  tones  will  Stomachs  speak. 
That  have  not  tasted  victuals  for  a  week. 

But  yet  there  are  a  mercenary  crew, 

MHio  value  Fame  no  more  than  an  old  Shoe, 

Provided  for  their  Daubs  they  get  a  sale ; 

Just  like  thfe  man but  stay,  I'll  tell  the  Tale. 

« 

A  Fellow  in  a  market-town, 
Most  musical,  cried  Razors  up  and  down, 
And  offered  twelve  for  eighteen-pence : 

m 

Which  certainly  seem'd  wondrous  cheap. 
And  for  the  money  quite  a  heap ; 

As  every  man  would  buy,  with  cash  and  sense. 

A  country  Bumkin  the  great  offer  heard ; 

Poor  Hodge,  who  suffer'd  by  a  thick  black  Beard, 

That  seem'd  a  Shoe-brush  stuck  beneath  his  nose  : 
With  cheerfulness  the  eighteen-pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  hunself,  in  whispers,  said, 

**  This  rascal  tfole  the  Razors,  I  suppose : 

"  No  matter  if  the  Fellow  be  a  knave> 
Provided  that  the  Razors  shave : 
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It  sartirUy  will  be  a  monstrous  Prize." 
So  home  the  Clown,  with  his  good  fortune,  went 
Smiling,  in  heart  and  soul  content, 

And  quickly  soap'd  himself  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lather 'd  from  a  dish  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub, 

Just  like  a  Hedger  cutting  Furze  : 
Twafl  a  vile  Razor! — Then  the  rest  he  tried — 
All  were  impostors.     "  Ah ! "  Hodge  sigh'd, 

"  I  wish  my  eighteen-petice  within  my  purse." 

In  vain  to  chase  his  Beard,  and  bring  the  G  races, 
He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winced,  and  stamp'd,  and  swore; 

Brought  blood,  and  danc'd,  blasphem'd,  and  made  wry 
iaces, 
And  curs'd  each  Razor's  body  o'er  and  o'er : 

His  Muzzle,  form'd  of  Opposition  stuff, 
Firm  as  a  Foxite,  would  not  lose  its  Ruff; 

So  kept  it,  laughing  at  the  Steel  and  Suds. 
Hodge,  in  a  passion,  stretch 'd  his  angry  jaws. 
Vowing  the  direst  vengeance,  with  clench'd  clawy. 

On  the  vile  Cheat  that  sold  the  goods. 
"  Razors  !  a  damn'd  confounded  dog, 
Not  fit  to  scrape  a  Hog." 
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Hodge  sought  the  Fellow,  found  hiiri,  and  begun  ; 
"  Perhhps,  Master  Razor-rogue,  to  you  'tis  fun 

That  people  flay  themselves  out  of  their  lives  : 
You  rascal,  for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing, 
Giving  my  scoundrel  Whiskers  here  a  scrubbing, 

With  Razors  just  like  Oj'ster-knives. 
Sirrah !  I  tell  you,  yoii  're  a  knave, 
To  cry  up  Razors  that  can't  shave." 

"  Friend,"  quoth  the  Razor-man,  "  I  am  no  knave: 

As  for  the  Razors  you  have  bought, 

Upon  my  soul,  I  never  thought 
That  they  would  shave." 

"Not  think  they'd  shave!"  quoth  Hodge,  with  won- 
dering eyes,  -I  J 

And  voice  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ;  ^ 

"  What  wfere  thfey  made  for  then,  you  dog?"  he  cries. — 

*'  Made ! "  quoth  the  Fellow  witii  a  smile, — ' '  to  sell" 


ODE  IV. 


Peter  obtcnreth  tbe  l>ex  lUionis, 


West  tells  the  World,  that  Peter  cannot  rht/me 
Peter  declares,  point-blank,  that  West  cant  paint. 

West  swears,  I've  not  an  atom  oi tublime: 
\  swear,  be  bath  no  notion  of  a  Saint 


I 
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And  tliat  his  cross-wing'd  Chferliblms  are  Fowls, 
Baptiz'd  by  naturalists  Owls; 
Half  of  the  meek  Apostles,  gangs  of  Robbers  ; 
Hb  Angels,  sets  of  brazen-headed  Lubbers. 

The  Holy  Scripture  says,  "All  flesh  is  grass." 
AVitli  Mister  West,  all  flesh  is  brick  and  brass  ; 
Except  his  horse-fiesh :  tliat,  I  fairly  own, 
Is  often  of  the  choicest  Portland  stone. 

I've  said  too,  that  this  Artist's  Faces 

Ne'er  pad  a  visit  to  the  Graces ; 

That  on  expression  he  can  never  brag ; 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  studying; 
But  in  it  never  could  surpass  a  Pudding — 

No,  gentle  Reader,  nor  a  Pudding-bag. 

I  dare  not  say,  that  Mister  West 

Cannot  sound  Criticiam  impart : 

I'm  told  the  man  with  technicals  is  blest; 
That  he  can  talk  a  deal  upon  the  Art. 

Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it, 

"  About  it,  Goddess,  and  about  it." 

Thus  then  is  Mister  West  deserving  praise, 
And  let  my  justice  the  fair  laud  afford  ; 

For,  lo !  this  far-famed  Artist  cuts  botk  vays, 
Eiactly  like  the  Aligel  Gabriel's  Sword  : 
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The  beauties  of  the  Art,  his  converse  shows ; 

His  canvas,  almost  every  thing  that's  bad: 
Thus,  at  th'  Academy,  we  must  suppose, 

A  man  more  useful  never  could  be  had : 
Who,  in  himself  a  host,  so  much  can  do ; 
Who  is  both  precept  and  example  too. 


ODE  V. 

Great  Advice  a  givta  to  Gentlemen  Authon  — to  Mr.  Webb  aod  Mr.  Honce 
Wilpole  particalBriy.—Peter  laketh  the  part  or  Lady  Lucan— Sbonetli  hod- 
derfiil  \tmvrleitge  m  the  Art  of  Pdintinf^  —  Adiniiuilcrctli  Oil  oT  FooJ,  vul- 
garly called  Fnii»e,  to  the  Squire  of  Strawberry  Hill. 

AsTBONOMEHS  should  treat  of  Stars  and  Comets : 

Physicians,  of  tlie  Bark  and  ^'omits ; 

Of  Apoplexies,  those  Light  Troops  of  Death 

That  use  no  ceremony  with  our  breath ; 

Ague  and  Dropsy,  Jaundice  and  Catarrh, 

The  grim-look'd  Tyrant's  Heavy  Horse  of  War. 

Farriers  should  write  on  Farcies  and  the  Glanders; 

Bug-doctors,  only  upon  Bed-disorders; 
Farmers,  on  Land,  Pigs,  Cattle,  Geese,  and  Ganders 

Nigbtmen  alone,  on  Aromatic  Ordures. 

The  Artists  should  on  Painting  solely  write ; 
like  David  tlien,  they  may  "good  things  indite." 


i 
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But  when  the  mob  of  Gentlemen 

Break  on  their  province,  and  take  up  the  pen, 

The  Lord  have  mercy  on  the  Art ! 

I'm  sure  their  goose-quilis  can  no  light  impart, — 

This  verse  be  thine,  Squire  Webb*;  it  is  thy  due  : 

Pray,  Mister  Horace  Walpolcf,  what  think  yoM,* 

Horace,  thou  art  a  man  of  taste  and  sense ; 
Then  don't  of  folly  be  at  such  expense  : 
Do  not  to  Lady  Lucan:J:  pay  such  court; 
Her  wisdom  surely  will  not  thank  thee  for  't. 
Ah !  don't  endeavour  thus  to  dupe  her, 
By  swearing  that  she  equals  Cooper§. 


..iimsm 


So  gross  the  flattery,  it  seems  to  show 
That  verily  thou  dost  not  know 

The  powers  required  for  copying  a  picture. 
And  those  for  copying  Dame  Nature ; 
Alas,  a  much  more  arduous  matter! 

So  don't  expose  thyself,  but  mind  ray  stricture,    -^v^ 

*  AntborofaTreatiaeonP^tiag;  who leenu  to diaplay  more  eruditiao than 


'  AOcmlcmao  wdl  knowaia  the  lileraiy  world;  i 


t  A  Ijid;  ofnfiyiiig'iDf^uitirin  the  Miourtiire  departtncni. 
(  A  («iiKiu»  Mtaiaore-ptinier  in  lire  Ifme  of  Cromwell. 
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Thou'lt  say,  it  was  mere  Compliment ; 
That  notbiog  else  tyas  thy  intent, 

Although  it  might  disgrace  a  boy  at  scIhwI  : 
I  grant  the  fact,  and  think  tliat  no  man 
Says  or  writes  sillier  thiogs  to  woman  ; 

But  still  'tis  making  each  of  you  a  fool- 
Yet,  Horace,  think  not  that  I  write 
Through  spite ; 

Think  not  I  read  thy  Works  with  jealous  pain ; 
Lord !  no ;  thou  art  a  favourite  ■vyitli  me ; 
I  thmk  thee  one  of  its,  a  bel  esprit ; 

By  heavens,  I  like  the  Windmill  of  thy  Br^ : 
It  is  a  pretty  and  ingenious  Mill  ; 
Long  may  it  grind  on  Strawberry  Hill  1 


peter  itiH  coatinMIh  (o  giie  great  Adtice,  nd  (a  exbiblt  Oeep  lUSMlion.— 
He  telleth  a  MincnloiuStorr. 

There  is  a  knack  in  doing  many  a  tiling, 
Which  labour  cannot  to  perfection  bring : 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes. 
Pray  do  not  Hint»  from  other  folks  despis^ 
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A  fool  on  something  greal,  at  times,  may  stomble, 

And  consequciitly  be  a  good  adviser ; 
On  which  for  ever  your  irire  men  may  fumble, 

And  never  be  a  whit  the  wiser. 

Yes,  I  advise  you,  for  there's  wisdom  m't. 
Never  to  be  superior  to  a  Hint ; 

The  genius  of  each  man  with  keenness  view : 
A  Spark  from  this  or  t'other  caught, 
May  kindle,  quick  as  thought, 

A  glorious  Bonfire  up  in  you. 

A  question  of  you  let  me  b^ : 

Of  famed  Columbus  and  his  Egg, 

Pray,  have  you  heard  ? — "  Yes." — Oh  then,  if  you  please, 

I'll  give  you  tlie  Two  Pilgrims  and  the  Peas. 

THE  ^i;X5RIMS  AND  T^E  PEAS. 
A   TBUE   STOBE. 

A  BRACE  of  Sinners,  for  no  good, 

Were  order'd  to  tlie  Virgin  Mary's  shrine, 

Who  at  Loretto  dwelt,  in  Wax,  Stone,  Wood,  , 

And  in  a  fair  white  Wig  look'd  wondrous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  those  sad  Rogues  to  travel, 
With  sometlung  in  their  shoes  much  worse  than  gravel : 


lU 
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In  short,  their  toes  so  gentle  to  amuse, 
The  Priest  had  order'd  peas  into  their  shoes ; 

A  nostrum  famous  in  old  Popish  times, 
For  purifying  Souls  that  stunk  of  crimes  ; 

A  sort  of  Apostolic  salt, 

Which  Popish  parsons  for  its  powers  exalt, 
For  keeping  Souls  of  Sinners  sweet. 
Just  as  our  Kitchen-salt  keeps  Meat 

The  Knaves  set  off  on  the  same  day, 
Peas  in  their  shoes,  to  go  and  pray; 

But  very  different  was  their  speed,  I  ivot: 
One  of  the  Sinners  gallop 'd  on, 
Swii^  as  a  Bullet  from  a  gun ; 

The  other  limp'd  as  if  he  had  been  shot. 

One  saw  the  Virgin  soon ;  peccavi  cried  ; 

Had  his  Soul  white-wash 'd  all  so  clever; 
Then  home  again  he  nimbly  hied, 

Made  fit  with  Saints  above  to  live  for  ever. 

lu  coming  back,  however,  let  me  say, 
He  met  his  Brother-rogue  about  hall-way, 
Hobbling,  with  out-stretch 'd  bum  and  bending  l( 
Damning  the  sonk  and  boiiies  of  the  peat ; 
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His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brows  in  sweat, 
Deep  sympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

"  HowDow,"  the  light-toed,  white-wash 'd  Pilgrim  broke, 

"  You  lazy  lubber?"— 
"  Ods  curse  it,"  cried  the  other,  "  'tis  no  joke : 
My  Feet,  once  hard  as  any  Rock, 
Are  now  as  soft  as  Blubber. 

"  Excuse  me,  Virgin  Mary,  tliat  I  swear  : 
As  for  Loretto,  I  shall  not  get  there ; 
No,  to  tlie  Devil  my  sinful  soul  must  go, 
For  (iamme  if  I  ha'nt  lost  every  toe. 

"  But,  Brother-sinner,  pray  explain 
How  'tis  that  i/ou  are  not  in  pain ; 

What  Power  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  your  toes : 
Whilst  /just  like  a  Snail  am  crawling, 
Now  swearing,  now  on  Saints  devoutly  bawling, 

While  not  a  rascal  conies  to  ease  my  woes  ? 

I  "  How  is't  that  you  can  like  a  Greyhound  go, 

I  Meri-y  as  if  that  nought  Lad  happen "d,  bum  ye?"— 

■  "  Why,"  cried  the  other  grinning,  "  you  must  know, 

I  That  just  before  I  ventured  on  my  journey, 

^^^  To  walk  a  little  more  at  ease, 

^^^H  I  took  the  tiberti^  to  hoil  my  Peas." 
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ODE  vn. 


Peter  i^rimietii* 


Young  Men^  be  cautious  of  each  Critic  word, 
That  blasphemous  may  much  offence  afford ; 

I  mean^  that  wounds  an  ancient  Master's  fame : 
At  Titian,  Guido,  Julio,  Veronese, 
Your  lengthening  phiz  let  Admiration  seize, 

And  throw  up  both  your  eyes  at  Raphael's  name. 

Even  by  a  Print-shop  should  you  chance  to  pass. 
Revere  the  Effigy  inside  the  glass ; 

Just  as  with  Papists  the  religious  care  is, 
In  churches,  lanes,  to  bend  their  marrow-bones 
To  bee's-wax  Saints,  Bon-dieux  of  stones. 

And  beech,  or  deal,  or  wainscot,  Virgin  Maries. 

Whate  er  their  errors,  they  no  more  remain; 
For  Time,  like  Fuller's  Earth,  takes  out  each  stain: 
Nay  more;  on  faults  that  modern  works  would  tarnish^ 
Time  spreads  a  sacred  coat  of  Varnish. 

Spare  not  on  Brother-artists*  backs  the  lash 
Put  a  good  wire  in%  let  it  slash ; 
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Since  every  stroke  with  interest  is  repaid: 
For  tliough  you  cannot  kili  the  man  outright, 
Yet,  by  this  effort  of  your  rival  spite, 

Fifty  to  one,  you  spoil  his  trade. 
His  ruins  may  be  feathers  for  your  nest ; 
The  maxim's  not  amiss  ;  probaium  est. 


Tbe  Peet  inquireth  into  the  State  of  Uie  Exhibition  — Laalicth  Father  Time  For 
nokiiuE  irext  GeDia.<e!i,  and  deatroyioj;  tliem— Praiwth  Reynolils— I^nnetha 

I  very  cutioni  Dialogue  between  King  Alexander  and  the  Deer,  tiie  Subject  of 

Mr.  West^  Picturfr-Tonieth  to  Mr.  West*  RenuTection. 

Well,  Muse,  what  is  there  in  the  Exhibition? 
How  thrive  the  beauties  of  tlie  Grapiiic  Art? 

i  Whose  racing  Genius  seems  in  best  condition. 

For  Glory's  plate  to  start? 
r 

Say,  wliat  sly  Rogues  old  Fame  cajole  ? 
Speak,  who  liath  bribed  her  trumpet,  or  who  stole  ? 
I  For  much  is  prais'd  tliat  ought  in  fires  to  mourn; 

I  Nay,  what  would  even  disgrace  a  fire  to  bum. 

I 


What  Artist  boasts  a  'Work  sublime, 
That  mocks  tlie  teetli  of  raging  Time  ? 


h 
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Old  fool !  who,  after  he  hath  form'd  with  pains 
A  Genius  rare, 
To  make  folks  stare, 
Knocks  out  his  brains : 

Like  Children,  Dolls  creating  with  high  brags ; 

Then  tearing  all  their  handiworks  to  rags. 

Lo!  Reynolds  shines  with  undimiiiish'd  ray; 
Keeps,  like  the  Bird  of  Jove,  his  distant  way : 
Yet  simple  Portrait  strikes  too  oft  our  eyes, 
While  History,  anxious  for  his  pencil,  sighs. 

We  don't  desire  to  sec  on  canvas  live 
The  copy  of  a  Jowl  of  lead, 

When  for  the  Original  we  would  not  give 
A  small  pin's  head. 

This  year,  of  Picture  Mister  West 
Is  quite  a  Patagonian  maker ; 

He  knows  that  bulk  is  not  a,  jest, 
So  ^ves  us  Painting  by  the  acre. 

But,  oh  1  this  Artiat's  brush  can  never  br^ 
Upon  King  Alexander  and  the  Stag : 
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For,  as  they  play'd  at  loggerheads  a  rubber, 
We  surely  ought  to  see  a  handsome  Battle 
Between  the  Monarch  and  the  piece  of  Cattle ; 

Whereas  each  keeps  his  distance,  like  a  lubber. 

His  Majesty,  upon  his  breech  laid  low, 

Seems  preaching  to  his  horned  Foe ; 

Observing,  what  a  very  vicked  thing, 

To  hurt  the  sacred  person  of  a  King : 

And  seems,  about  his  business  to  entreat  him 

To  march,  for  fear  the  Hounds  should  eat  him. 

The  Stag  appears  to  say  in  plaintive  note, 
"  I  own,  King  Alexander,  my  offence: 
True,  I've  not  show'd  my  loyalty  nor  sense; 

So  bid  your  Huntsmen  come  and  cut  my  throat." 

The  Cavalry,  adom'd  with  fair  storie  bodies^ 
Seem  on  the  dialogue  with  wonder  staring ; 

And  on  their  backs  a  set  of  Noddies, 

Not  one  brass  ferthing  for  their  Master  caring. 

Behold  !  one  Fellow  lifts  his  mighty  Spear, 
To  save  the  Owner  of  the  Scottish  Crown  ; 

Which,  harmless  hanging  o'er  the  gaping  Deer, 
Seems  in  oo  mighty  hurry  to  come  down. 
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Another  on  a  Pegasus  comes  flying, 

His  Phiz  his  errand  much  belying ; 

For,  if  he  means  to  baste  the  Beast  so  cruel, 

God  knows,  'tis  with  a  Face  of  water-grucL 

So  then,  sweet  Muse,  the  Picture  boasts  no  merit ; 

As  flat  as  Dish-water,  or  dead  Small-beer; 

Or  (what  the  mark  is  tolerably  near) 
As  Heads  of  Aldermen  devoid  of  spirit 

Well  then,  turn  round ;  view  toother  side  the  Room, 
And  see  his  Saviour  mounting  from  the  Tomb : 
Is  this  Piece  too,  with  Painting-sins  so  cramm'd. 
Bom  to  increase  the  number  of  the  damrid  ? 

My  sentiments  by  no  means  I  refuse  : — 

Were  our  Redeemer  like  that  wretched  things 

I  should  not  wonder  that  the  cunning  Jews 
Scom'd  to  acknowledge  him  for  King. 


ODE  IX. 


Peter  moralizeth,  and  givetb  good  Advice. 


Envy  and  Jealousy,  that  paiiLof  Devils, 
StufiTd,  like  Pandora's  box,  with  wondrous  evils. 
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I  hate,  abhor,  abominate,  detest ; 
Like  Circe,  turning  Man  into  a  Beast. 

Beneath  their  cankering  breath  no  bud  can  blow; 
Their  blackcnhig  power  resembles  Smut  in  com. 
Which  kills  the  rising  ears,  that  should  adorn, 
I  And  bid  the  vales  with  golden  Plenty  glow. 

Yet  fierce,  in  yonder  Dome*,  each  Demon  reigns; 
Their  poison  swells  too  many  an  Artist's  veins, 
Draws  from  each  labouring  heart  the  fearful  sigh, 
And  casts  a  sullen  gloom  on  every  eye, 

Brushmen,  accept  the  counsel  Peter  sends, 

Who  scorns  tli'  acquaintance  of  this  brace  of  Fiends : 

Should  any  with  uncommon  Talents  tower. 
To  any  is  superior  Science  given, 

Oh!  let  the  weaker  feel  their  happy  power, 
Like  plants  that  triumph  in  the  Dews  of  Heaven. 

Be  pleas'd,  like  Reynolds,  to  direct  the  blind ; 

Who  aids  the  feeble  faltering  feet  of  youth; 
Unfolds  the  ample  volume  of  his  Mind, 

With  Genius  stored  and  Nature's  simple  truth : 


■  Tbc  Royal  Acadcoij. 
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Who,  though  a  Sun,  resembles  not  his  Brother ; 

Whose  beams,  eo  full  of  jealousy,  conspire. 
Whene'er  admitted  to  the  room,  to  smother 

The  humble  kitchen  or  the  parlour  ^re. 


ODE  X. 

Petff  speaketh^E^rvrattoe^Accommodateth  hinuelf  tn  riirxfTrFfiilrri   Trwli 

eth  Pretaden  to  Fame— Concludeth  merrily. 

A  MODEST  love  of  Praise  I  do  not  blame; 
But  I  abhor  a  rape  on  Mistress  Fame : 
Although  the  Lady  is  exceeding  chaste, 
Young  forward  Bullies  seize  her  round  the  waist ; 

Swear,  nolens  volenSj  that  she  shall  be  kiss'd ; 
And,  though  she  vows  she  does  not  like  'em, 
Nay,  threatens  for  their  unpudence  to  strike  'em. 
The  saucy  Varlets  still  persist 

Reader,  of  images  here's  no  confusion ; 

Thou  therefore  understand'st  the  Bard's  allusion. — 

But  possibly  thou  hast  a  thickish  head ; 

And  therefore  no  vast  quantities  of  brain  - 
Why  then,  my  precious  Pig  of  Lead, 

'Tis  necessary  to  explain.  . 
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Some  Artists,  if  I  so  may  call  'em, 

So  ignorant  (the  foul  Fiend  maul  'em!), 
Mere  drivellers  in  the  charming  Art, 

Are  vastly  fond  of  being  prais'd; 

Wish  to  the  stars,  like  Blanchard*,  to  be  rais'd: 
And  rais'd  they  should  be,  Reader — from  a  cart. 

If  disappointed  in  some  Stentor's  tongue. 

Upon  ikemseives  they  pour  forth  Prose  or  Song ; 

Or  buy  it  in  some  venal  Paper, 

And  then  heroically  vapour. 

Id 

I  What  prigs  to  Immortality  aspire. 

Who  stick  their  trash  around  the  Room! 

Trash  meriting  a  very  different  doom ; 

I  mean  the  •warmer  regions  of  the  Fire, 

I  Heaven  kno\vs,  that  I  am  anger 'd  to  the  soul, 

To  find  some  Blockheads  of  their  Works  so  vain ; 
I  So  proud  to  see  them  hanging,  cheek  by  jowl, 

With  hisf  whose  powers  the  Art's  high  fame  sustain. 
To  wondrous  merit  their  pretension, 
On  such  vicinity-suspension. 


•  ThecdphratedBiHaoniat. 
t  The  Pruidcafi. 
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Brings  to  my  mind  a  not  unpleasant  story ; 
Which,  gentle  Readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye. 

A  shabby  Fellow  chanced  one  day  to  meet 

The  British  Roscius  in  the  street  ; 

Garrick,  on  whom  our  Nation  justly  brags: 

The  Fellow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace. — 
Good  Sir,  I  do  not  recollect  your  face," 
Quoth  Garrick. — "  No!"  replied  the  Man  of  Rags 


« 


"  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  I  have  trod 
Full  many  a  time  together,  I  am  sure." — 
"  When  ?"  with  an  oath  cried  Garrick ;  "  for,  by  God, 
I  never  saw  that  face  of  yours  before. 
What  characters,  I  pray. 
Did  you  and  I  together  play  ?'* 

"  Lord !"  quoth  the  Fellow,  "  think  not  that  I  mock ; 
When  you  play'd  Hamlet,  Sir,  I  play'd  the  Cock*.** 

•  lo  the  Ghost-scene* 
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Peter  fslketb  teraibly  and  knowinglj^Befonuncndetb  it  to  Artists  to  prercr 
Pictures  Tor  tbeir  Meiit—  Discovcrcth  Musical  Knowledgie,  aud  showetli  Ihaf 
be  not  oqI;  hith  kept  Company  with  Fiddltrs  but  Fiddte-maJHTi.— H«  ratinz- 
eth  the  piCDdD-Cognoacenti— Praiseth  Im  infemou  Neigbbonr  Sir  J«A«a. 

Be  not  imposed  on  by  a  name  ; 

Biit  bid  your  eye  the  Picture's  nierii  trace: 
Poussin  at  times  in  Outline  may  be  lame, 

And  Guide's  Angels  destitute  of  Grace. 

t  Yet,  lo!  a  Picture  of  some  famous  School^ 

A  warranted  old  Daub  of  reputation, 
Where  charming  Painting's  almost  every  rule 

Hath  suffer 'd  almost  every  violation, 
Hath  oft  been  gazed  at  by  devouring  eyes, 
Where  Nature,  banish'd  from  tiie  Picture,  sighs. 

So  some  old  Duchess,  as  a  Badger  grey, 
Her  snags  by  Time  (sure  Dentist)  snatch'd  away, 
With  long,  lank,  6annel  checks, 

I  Where  Age  in  every  wrinkled  feature. 
Unto  the  poor  weak  shaking  Creature, 
Of  Deatli  unwelcome  tidings  speaks. 


19$ 
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Draws  from  the  gaping  Mob  the  envying  look,    . 
Because  her  Owner  chanced  to  be  a  Duke. 

How  many  pasteboard  Rocks  and  iron  Seas, 
How  many  Ton^ents  wild  of  still  stone  water. 

How  many  brooms  and  broomsticks  meant  for  Trees, 
Because  the  fancied  labours  of  Salvator  *, 

Whose  pencil  too  nnost  grossly  may  have  blunder'd, 

Have  brought  the  blest  Possessor  many  a  hundred ! 

Thus  prove  a  Croud  a  Stainerf  or  AmatiJ, 

No  matter  for  the  Fiddle's  sound ; 
The  fortunate  possessor  shall  not  bate  ye 

A  doit  of  fifty,  nay  a  hundred,  pound  ; 
And  though  what's  vulgarly  baptiz'd  a  rep, 
Shall  in  a  hundred  pounds  be  deera'd  dog-cheap. 

It  tickles  one  excessively  to  hear 

Wise  pratbg  Pedants  the  old  Masters  pmise : 
Damning  by  wholesale,  with  sarcastic  sneer, 

The  luckless  Works  of  modern  days ; 
Making  at  living  wights  such  mortal  pushes,  j 

As  if  not  good  enough  to  wipe  theii'  brushes : 


■  Salntor  Rom. 

t  A  Genoui  Flddle-nukcr. 

t  A  naker  «r  tbe  Flddlea  uDf  J  Cnmon 
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And  yet  on  each  wise  cognoscenti  Ass, 

Who  shall  for  hours  on  Paint  and  Sculpture  din  ye, 
A  person  with  facility  may  pass 

Rigaud  for  Raphael,  Bacon  for  Bernini; 
Or,  litl/e  as  an  Oven  to  Vesuvius, 
Will  Tyler  for  Palladio  or  Vitruvius. 

One  would  imagine,  by  the  maddening  fools 
Who  talk  of  nothing  but  the  ancient  Schools, 

And  vilify  the  works  oi  modem  brains, 
They  think  poor  Mother  Nature's  art  is  fled ; 

That  now  She  cannot  make  a  head,  

Who  took  with  old  Italian  pates  such  pains; 
Nay,  to  a  driveller  turn'd,  her  power  so  sunk  is. 
Tame  soul,  that  nottiing  now  she  makes  but  monkei/s. 

"  Look  at  your  favourite  Reynolds,"  is  their  strain, 
"  Allow'd  by  all,  the  first  in  Europe's  eye  : 

One  atom  of  Repute  can  Reynolds  gain,  .    ...  . 

When  Titian,  Rubens,  and  Vandyke,  are  njgh?     . 

Can  RejTioIds  live  with  Raphael's  matchless  Line?"— 
— Yes,  Blinkards ;  and  with  Lustre  shine. 
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ODE  XII. 

Pfttt  increaieth  in  Wudom,  and  HJviseth  vitrl]'— Sectnc th  anery  at  the  Ultbe- 
rality  orNalnre  in  Uie  AfToir  of  his  good  Acqnaintance,  Ihe  Lord  High  Chan- 
celloi  of  Englaad  and  Mr.  Pepper  Arden>— Peter  treateth  liii  Readcn  with 
Love-Venci  of  put  Hines. 

Copt  not  Nature's  forms  too  closely, 

Whene'er  slie  treats  your  sitter  grossly  : 

For,  when  she  gives  Deformity  for  Grace, 

Pray  show  a  little  mercy  to  the  face. 

Indeed  'twould  be  but  charity  to  flatter 

Some  dreadful  works  of  seeming  drunken  Nature; 

As  for  example,  let  us  now  suppose 

Thurlow's  black  Scowl,  and  Pepper  Arden's  Nose : 

But  when  your  Pencil's  powers  arc  bid  to  trace 
The  Smiles  of  Devonshire,  Duncannon's  Grace ; 
To  bid  the  Blush  of  beauteous  Campbell  rise, 
And  wake  the  radiance  of  Augusta's*  Eyes 
(Gad !  Muse,  thou  art  beginning  to  grow  loyal). 
And  paint  the  Graces  of  the  Princess  Royal, 
Try  all  your  art :  and  when  your  toils  are  done, 
You  show  a  flimsy  Meteor  for  a  Sun. 

■  ScFOud  Dauf^tittvof  thr  HiBf. 


ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS.  159 

Or  should  your  skill  attempt  her  face  and  air, 
Who  fired  my  heart  and  fix'd  my  roving  eye ; 

The  Loves,  who  robb'd  a  World  to  make  her  fair, 
Would  quickly  triumph,  and  your  art  defy. 

Sweet  nymph! — But,  Reader,  take  the  Song 
AVhich  CjTithia's  Charms  alone  inspired ; 

Tliat  left  of  yore  the  Poet's  tongue. 
When  Love  his  raptured  fancy  fired. 


From  her,  alas !  whose  smile  was  love, 
I  wander  to  some  lonely  cell : 

My  sighs  too  weak  the  Maid  to  move, 
I  bid  the  flatterer  Hope  farewell. 

Be  all  her  siren  arts  forgot, 
That  fiU'd  uiy  bosom  with  alarms: 

All!  let  her  Crime,  a  little  spot, 
Be  lost  amidst  ber  blaze  of  Cliunns. 

As  on  T  wander  slow,  my  sighs 
At  every  step  for  Cynthia  mourn : 

My  anxious  heart  within  me  dies, 
Aod  sinking,  whispers,  "  Oh,  return !' 
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Deluded  heart,  thy  folly  know, 
Nor  fondly  nurse  die  fktal  flame ; 

By  absence  thou  shalt  lose  thy  woe, 
And  ordy gutter  at  her  name. 


Readers,  I  own,  the  Song  of  Love  is  sweet. 
Most  pleasing  to  the  soul  of  gentle  Peter : 

Your  eyes  then  with  another  let  me  treat, 
O  gentle  Sirs,  and  in  the  same  sweet  metre. 


SONG  TO  DELTA. 

Sat,  lonely  Maid  with  downcast  eye, 
O  Delia,  say,  with  cheek  so  pale ; 

What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthen'd  sigh. 
That  tells  the  World  a  mournful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears,  that  thus  each  other  chase, 
Bespeak  a  bosom  swelled  with  woe : 

Thy  sighs,  a  storm  that  wrecks  thy  peace ; 
Which  souls  like  thine  should  never  know. 

Oh  tell  me,  doth  some  favour'd  Youth, 
With  virtue  tired,  thy  beauty  slight ; 

And  leave  those  thrones  of  love  and  truth. 
That  lip  and  bosom  of  delight? 
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Perhaps  to  Nymphs  of  other  shades 
He  feigns  tiie  soft  irapassion'd  tear ; 

With  sighs  their,  easy  faith  invades, 
That  treacherous  won  thy  witless  car. 

Let  not  those  Maids  thy  envy  move, 
For  whom  his  heart  may  seem  to  .piiie : 

That  heart  can  ne'er  be  blest  by  Love, 

Whose  guilt  could  force  a  pang  from  thine. 


Pious  Peter  Bcknawleilgctii  gri^al  obli^tioiu  to  (he  Revercnil  Mister  Hartio 
Luther— Yet  lameuletb  the  EftecU  of  this  PunooS  Rernnruilion  on  Piiuthig. 


We  Protestants  owe  much  to  Martin  Lutlier, 
LWho  found  to  Heaven  a  shorter  way  and  smoother; 

And  shall  not  soon  repay  the  obligation. 
Alartin  against  the  Papists  got  the  laugh ; 
Who,  as  the  Butchers  bleed  and  bang  a  CaJf 

To  Whiteness,  bled  and  bang'd  unto  Salvation  i^fi* 


^^^^roL 


As  if  such  Drubbings  could  expel  their  Sins; 

As  if  that  Power  tvhose  works  with  awe  we  vi6W^ 
Graced  all  our  backs  with  sets  of  comely  skins, 

Then  ordcr'd  us  to  beat  tliem  black  and  blue. 
VOL.  1.  M 


T^'J 
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Well  then,  we  must  confess  for  ceitain, 

That  much  we  owe  to  Brother  Martin, 
Who  altered  for  the  better  our  Religion : — 

Yet  by  it  glorious  Painting  much  did  ioec ; 

Was  pluck'd,  poor  Goddess!  like  a  Goose, 
Or  (for  the  rhyme's  sake)  like  a  Pigeon. 

Mad  at  the  Whore  of  Bt^ybn,  and  Dull, 
Down  from  the  Churches  men  began  to  pull 
Pictures  that  long  had  held  a  lofty  station : 
Pictures  of  Saints  of  pious  reputation, 
For  curing  by  a  mii'aele  the  ills 

That  now,  so  stubborn,  yield  not  to  Devotions ; 
But  uoto  Blbters,  Boluses,  and  Potions, 

That  make  such  handsome  'pothecaries'  bills. 

Down  tumbled  Antony  who  preach'd  to  Sprats ; 

And  he  who  held  discourses  with  a  hog*y 

That  grunting  after  him  so  used  to  jog, 
Came  down  by  favour  of  long  sticks  and  bats. 

The  Saints  who  grinn'd  on  Spits,  like  Venison  roasting,  ' 
Broiling  on  Gridirons,  baking  in  an  Oven; 

Or  on  a  Fork,  like  Cheese  of  Cheshire,  toasting; 
Or  kick'd  to  deatb  by  Satan's  Hoof  so  cloven  ; 

■  CcntraiiTity  Vemm  f)^  thr  iiit(n«  tf  Pij;  AnUmy. 
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All  humbled  to  the  ground  were  forced  to  fall — 
Spits,  Forks,  and  Gridirons,  Ovens,  Devil  and  all. 

Even  Saints  of  poor  Old  England's  breeding, 
In  marvelii  many  foreign  ones  exceeding. 

Our  hot  Reformers  did  as  roughly  handle : 
In  troth,  poor  harmless  souls!  tliey  met  no  quarter; 
But  down  were  tumbled  Miracle  and  Martyr, 

Put  up  in  lots,  and  sold  by  inch  of  candle.  ' 

Had  we  been  Papists,  Lord !  we  still  had  seeo 
Devils  and  Devil's  Mates,  young  pimping  Hars, 

Tempting  the  blushing  Nuns  of  frail  fii^n, 
With  gangs  of  ogling,  rosy,  wanton  Friars  ; 
Which  Nuns  so  pure  no  lovc-speech  should  cajole, 
.Who  starved  tlie  Body  to  preserve  the  Soul. 


Then  had  we  seen  Saint  Dennis  \vith  his  Head 
Fresh  in  his  hand,  and  with  affection  kissing ; 

As  if  the  Knob,  that  from  liis  shoulders  fled 
By  knife  or  broad-sword,  never  bad  been  missing : 
Then  had  we  seen,  upon  their  friendly  costing, 
Saints  on  the  waves,  like  Culls  aod  Widgeons,  float- 


ing. 
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I've  seen  a  Saint  on  board  a  Ship, 
To  whom  for  a  fair  ^^'ind  the  Papists  pray, 

Well  flogged  froiB''stem  to  stern  by  bircli  and  whip, 
Poor  wooden  fellow  !  twenty  times  a  day : 

Puird  by  the  nose,  and  kick'd;  call'd  Lubber,  Owl; 
To  make  liim  turn  a  Wind  to  fair  from  foul : 
And  often  this  hath  brought  a  prosperous  Gale, 
When  praytrs  and  curses  have  been  found  to  Jail. 

This,  had  we  Papists  been,  had  graced  our  Churches; 
Saints,    Seamen,    Nose-pulling,    Kicks,   Whips,   and 
Bu'cbes. 


i 


PMcr  BllatVeib  Uic  Eiolic  R.  \.u 

Ye  Royal  Sirs,  before  I  bid  adieu. 

Let  me  inform  you,  some  deserve  my  praise ; 
But  trust  me,  gentle  Squires,  ye  are  but^c 

Whose  names  would  not  disgrace  my  Lays. 

You'll  say,  with  grinning  sharp  sarcastic  face, 
"  We  must  be  bad  indeed,  if  that's  the  case." — 
Why,  if  the  trulli  I  must  declare, 
So,  gentle  Stiuiits,  you  reatiif  are. 
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I'm  greatly  pleased,  I  must  allow, 

To  see  the  Foreigners  beat  hollow ; 
Who  stole  into  tliat  Dome  *  tlie  Lord  knows  how ; 

I  hope  to  God  no  more  will  follow: 
Who,  cursed  with  a  poor  snivelling  spirit. 
Were  never  known  to  vote  for  merit. 

Poor  narrow-minded  Imps, 
Hanging  togetlier  just  like  Shrimps  ! 
I  I  own  (so  little  they  have  merited), 
That  from  yon  noble  Dome, 
Made  almost  an  Italian  and  rrencli  home, 
I  long  to  see  the  Vermin  ferreted. 

Yet  where's  the  house,  however  watched  by  Cats, 
r  That  can  get  rid  of  all  its  Rats  ? 

Or,  if  a  prettier  simile  may  please. 

Where  is  tlie  Bed  that  has  not  Fleas  ? 
t  Or,  if  a.  prettier  still,  what  London  Ruga 
I  Have  not  at  times  been  visited  by  Bugs  ? 

•  Tbe  Rojal  Andemy. 
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ODE  XV. 

Peter  taketli  Leave-Displmyetfa  wondetfbl  Leiniiii|r-^9«€n>^tli  sony  Co  part 
with  hb  Readers— Administereth  Crumbs  of  Comfort 

My  dearest  Readers,  'tis  with  grief  I  tell, 

That  now  for  ever  I  must  bid  farewell. 

Glad  if  an  Ode  of  mine  with  grins  can  treat  ye, 

Valete : 
And  if  you  like  the  Lyric  Peter's  oddity, 

Plaudite. 

Rich  as  a  Jew  am  I  in  Latian  lore  ; 

So,  Classic  Readers,  take  a  sentence  more. 

Pukhrum  est  monstrari  digito,  et  dicier^  Hie  est ! 

Says  Juvenal,  who  loved  a  bit  of  fame : 
In  English,  "  Ah !  'tis  sweet,  among  the  thickest 

To  be  found  out,  and  pointed  at  by  name. 
To  hear  the  shrinking  Great  exclaim,  That's  Peter, 
Who  makes  mgph  immortality  by  Metre ; 
Who  nobly  dares  indulge  the  tuneful  whim, 
And  cares  no  more  for  Kings  than  Kings  for  him." 

Yet  one  word  more,  before  we  part. — 
Should  any  take  it  grievously  to  heart ; 
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Look  melancholy,  pale,  and  wan,  and  thin, 
Like  a  poor  Pullet  that  hath  eat  a  Pin ; 
Put  on  a  poor  desponding  face,  and  pine, 
Because  that  Peter  the  divine 
Resolves  to  give  up  Painting  Odes : — 
By  all  the  rhyming  Goddesses  and  Gods, 
I  here  upon  a  Poet's  word  protest, 
That,  if  it  is  the  World's  request 

That  I  again  in  Lyrics  should  appear^ 
Lo !  rather  than  be  guilty  of  the  sin 
Of  losing  George  the  Third  one  Subject* s  skin, 

My  Lyric  Bagpipe  shall  be  tuned  next  year. 


THE 


LOUSIAD, 


AN 


HEROI-COMIC  POEM. 


CANTO  I. 

Prima  Syrvotio  digwUa  est  ludtre  tenu 
Notira,  nee  entlmii  sifhat  habUarty  ThaUa, 
Ckm  etaurem  Reges  ei  PretUoy  CpUhius  mwem 
VeUiif  et  admomui,  Virgil. 

I,  "WHO  BO  lately  in  my  Lyric  Lays 
Sang  ^*  to  thg  praise  and  glory  of*  R.  A.'s ; 
And  sweetly  tuned  to  Love  the  melting  Line, 
With  Ovid*8  Art,  and  Sapplio's  Warmth  divine ; 
Said  (nobly  daring),  ^  Muse,  exalt  thy  wings. 
Love  and  the  Sons  of  Canvas  quit  for  Kings.**— 
Apollo,  laughing  at  my  powers  of  Song, 
Cried,  **  Peter  Pindar,  prithee  hold  thy  tongae." 
But  I,  like  Poets  self-«afficient  grown, 
Replied,  ^  ApoUo,  prithee  hold  thy  mm." 


TO  THE  READER. 


GENTLE    READER, 

It  is  necessary  to  inform  thee,  that  his  Majesty  actually 
discovered,  some  time  ago,  as  he  sat  at  table,  a  Louse 
on  his  plate !  The  emotion  occasioned  by  the  unexpect- 
ed appearance  of  such  a  Guest,  can  be  better  imagined 
than  described. 

An  edict  was,  in  consequence,  passed  for  shaving  the 
Cooks,  Scullions,  &c.  and  the  unfortunate  Louse  con- 
demned to  die. 

Such  is  the  foundation  of  the  Lousiad.  With  what 
degree  of  merit  the  Poem  is  executed,  the  uncritical  as 
well  as  critical  Reader  will  decide. 

The  ingenious  Author,  who  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
know  somewhat  of  the  matter,  hath  been  heard  privately 
to  declare,  that  in  his  opinion  the  Batrachomyomachia 
of  Homer,  the  Secchia  Rapita  of  Tassoni,  tlie  Lutria 
of  Boileau,  the  Dispensary  of  Garth,  and  the  Rape  of 
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the  Lock  of  Pope,  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it ;  and 
to  exclaim  at  the  same  time,  with  the  modest  assur- 
ance of  an  Author : 

Cedite,  scriptores  Romani ;  cedite,  Gnii : 
Nil  ortum  in  terris  LnuwdA  melins. 


Which,  for  the  sake  of  the  mere  English  Reader,  is 
thus  beautifully  translated : 

Roman  ind  Grecian  Anthony  great  and  small, 
Tbe  Aothor  of  the  L0U8IAD  beats  yoB  alt 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


The  Proemium— Deicripliou  of  the  Loiue't  Full— Histnry  of  liii  Wife  and  Fa- 
mily—A  iriinderfiill]'  lublime  Simile  of  a  Cow— Discovery  of  the  Loiue  by 
Hit  Majesty— Hie  King'!  Horror  and  A^toDuhmeat  on  seeing  Him— equal  to 
tlial  he  ielt  at  Mr.  Foi's  Atlempl  on  PrcroifaUvc-at  Mr.  Burke's  itrcadful 
Dei^catioii  of  Uic  Ro}^l  T«blc-ei|iini  lo  tlint  hf  felt  in  a  Tumble  fram  liis 
Hortc— equal  to  the  Horrors  of  disappointed  Veniwn-Ealen— of  a  Serjeant  at 
Law— of  a  Country  Girl— of  a  Pelit-lUaitre  saluted  by  a  Chimney-sweeper— of 
the  Devil  when  pinched  by  St.  Dunilan's  rcd-bot  Tongs-of  Lady  Worsley— 
of  Sam  House  tlie  Patriot-  of  Billy  Ramui— of  Kynaslon,  the  Sijoire  of  Le«- 
llieriiead-of  the  perjured  Cluiitopher  Alkinnon— of  Ibe  Prince  of  Astariai— of 
tho  King  of  Spain-of  Dr.  Jolmsoo,  and  Dr.  Wilson— Description  of  his  Ma- 
jesty's Hurt  — most  natunlly  and  wittily  compared  to  a  Diunplin!;  — Hi* 
M^fCsly's  Speech  to  the  Queen- Her  Majesly's  moat  gracious  and  short 
Answer— Tlie  »hort  Speech  of  tlie  beauUfiil  Princeases-His  M^tya  rouph 
Rejoinder— The  Fear  tliat  came  on  Ibe  Queen  and  lier  Cliildren— Beautiful 
ApOBtrO|it.e  lo  the  Princesses— The  KinR's  Speech  to  tlie  Pages— The  King 
unable  lo  eat- the  Queen  able— Tlic  King:'s  Orders  aboQt  the  Loase~-De' 
schpliun  of  Diiun  (lie  Cook  Major— his  Speech— A  Speech  of  the  CooLii— 
Fine  Simile  of  Bubble  and  Squeak;  thought  more  Sublime  Ilian  that  of 
Homer'l  Black  Pudding— Speech  of  ■  Scullion^of  a  Scullion's  MatC'-of  ■ 
Tumbfod*— Noble  Comparison,  of  a  Tartar  Mouarch  after  he  hath  dined— 
A  long  and  wiM  Speech  of  a  Yeoman  of  the  Kitchen- The  Cooks'  A^ 
probation  nf  the  Yeoman'*  Speech-Grand  Simile  of  a  Bam  and  its  Lodgers 
•ct  on  Fu«  by  Lightning— The  coacludtDg  Speech  of  the  Cook  Major. 


THE  LOUSIAD. 


CANTO  THE  FIRST. 


The  Louse  I  sing,  who,  from  some  head  unknown, 

Vet  born  and  educated  near  a  Throne, 

Dropp'd  doHTi  (so  will'd  the  dread  decree  of  Fate), 

■\Vith  legs  wide  sprawling  on  the  Monarch's  plate : 

Far  from  the  raptures  of  a  Wife's  embrace ; 

Far  from  the  gambols  of  a  tender  Race, 

Whose  little  feet  he  taught  with  care  to  tread 

Amidst  the  wide  Dominions  of  the  Head  ; 

Ixd  them  to  daily  food  witli  fond  delight, 

And  taught  the  tiny  wanderers  where  to  bite ; 

To  hide,  to  run,  advance,  or  turn  their  tails, 

When  hostile  Combs  attack'd,  or  vengeful  Nails : 

Far  from  those  pleasing  scenes  ordain'd  to  roam, 

Like  Ttise  Ulysses,  from  his  native  home; 

Yet,  like  lliat  Sage  though  forced  to  roam  and  mourn, 

Like  him, — alas!  not  fated  to  return, 
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Who,  full  of  rags  and  glory,  saw  his  Boy  * 
And  Wifef  again,  and  Dog:|:  that  died  for  joy. 
Down  dropp'd  the  luckless  Louse,  with  fear  appalFd, 
And  wept  his  Wife  and  Children  as  he  sprawl'd. 
Thus  on  a  Promontory's  misty  brow, 
The  Poet's  eye,  with  sorrow,  saw  a  Cow 
Take  leave  abrupt  of  bullocks,  goats,  and  sheep, 
By  tumbling  headlong  down  the  dizzy  steep : 
No  more  to  reign  a  Queen  among  the  cattle. 
And  urge  her  rival  beaus,  the  Bulls,  to  battle ; 
She  fell,  remembering  every  roaring  lover  §, 
With  all  her  wild  courants  in  fields  of  clover. 

Now  on  his  legs,  amidst  a  thousand  woes. 
The  Louse,  with  Judge-like  gravity,  arose ; 
He  wanted  not  a  motivelo  entreat  him. 
Beside  the  horror  that  the  King  might  eat  him. 
The  dread  of  gasping  on  the  fatal  fork. 
Stuck  w  ith  a  piece  of  mutton,  beef,  or  pork, 
Or  drowning  'midst  the  sauce  in  dismal  dumps, 
Was  full  enough  to  make  him  stir  his  stumps. 

*  Telemachns. 

t  Penelope. 

%  Ajrgus,  for  wluwe  history  see  the  Odyssey. 

$  ^  Moriens  dalceft  reminiscitiir  Argos.*  Viroii* 


CANTO  I.  tff  I 

Vain  hope  of  stealing  unperceived  away  ! 
He  might  as  well  have  tarried  where  he  lay. 
Seen  was  this  Louse,  as  with  the  Royal  Brood 
Our  hungry  King  amused  himself  with  food : 
Which  proves  (though  scarce  believed  by  one  in  ten), 
That  Kings  have  appetites  like  common  men  ; 
And  that,  like  London  Aldermen  and  Mayor, 
They  feed  on  solids  less  reflned  than  air. — 
Paint,  heavenly  Muse,  the  look,  tlie  very  look, 
That  of  the  Sovereign's  face  possession  took, 
rWhen  first  he  saw  tlie  Louse,  in  solemn  state, 
I  Crave  as  a  Spaniard,  march  across  the  plate. 
I  Yet,  could  a  Ixiuae  a  British  King  surprise, 
r  And  like  a  pair  of  Saucers  stretch  his  Eyes  ? 
The  little  Tenant  of  a  mortal  Jiead, 
Shake  the  great  Ruler  of  Three  Realms  with  dread  ? 
Good  Lord  !  (as  Somebody  sublimely  sings). 
What  great  effects  arise  from  little  things .' 
As  many  a  loving  Siiain  and  Nymph  can  tell, 
Who,  following  Nature's  law,  have  loved  too  well. 


L 


Not  with  more  horror  did  liis  eyes  behold 
-Charles  Fox,  that  cunning  enemy  of  old, 
When  triumph  hung  upon  his  plotting  brains, 
And  dear  prerogative  was  just  in  chains. 

VOL.   I.  N 
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Not  with  more  horror  did  his  eye-balls  work 
Convulsive  on  the  patriotic  Burke, 
When,  guilty  of  economy,  the  crime,  < 

Edmund  wide  wander 'd  from  the  true  tubliTne, 
And,  Cat-like,  watchful  of  the  flesh  and  fish, 
Cribb'd  from  the  Royal  table  many  a  dish. 
Saw  every  slice  of  bread  and  butter  cut, 
Each  apple  told,  and  number'd  every  nut ; 
And  gauged  (composed  upon  no  sneaking  scale) 
The  Monarch's  Belly  like  a  Cask  of  ale  ; 
Convinced  that,  in  his  scheme  of  state-salvation, 
To  starve  the  Palace,  was  to  save  the  Nation  *. 
Not  more  aghast  he  look'd  when,  'midst  the  course. 
He  tumbled,  in  a  stag-chase,  from  his  horse, 
Where  all  his  Nobles  deem'd  their  Monarch  dead ; 
But  luckily  he  pitch'd  upon  his  Aearf. 

Not  Venison-eaters  at  the  vanish'd  fat, 
With  Stomachs  wider  than  a  Quaker's  Hat : 

•  Hii  Majcitf  mu  really  reduced  «>nie  time  tintt  to  ■  most  mortifyinf  ^ 
lemma.  The  apples  il  diimor-tiiae  l>a*ing  beea,  by  too  great  tiberalit;  to  the 
Boy*!  QuIdrcD,  cipCDdcd,  the  King  ordered  a  supply,  but  «a>  infotmcd  thai 
tiie  Board  of  Oreen  Cloth  would  positiTet]>  alien  no  more.  Eniafcd  at  the  ii^ 
cxptetei  and  unroyal  dui^ipoiDtment,  be  fuiiowly  put  ha  hand  into  bis  pocket, 
look  out  gupeoce,  KDt  ■  Pugc  for  two-pennyworth  of  pippioi,  and  recciTed  tlia 
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[  Not  with  more  horror  Mieter  Serjeant  Pliant 
Looks  down  upon  an  empty-handed  Client: 
Not  with  more  Iiorror  stares  the  rural  Maid, 
By  hopes,  by  fortune-tellers,  dreams,  betray'd, 
Who  sees  her  ticket  a  dire  blank  arise, 
Too  fondly  thought  the  twenty-thousand  prize, 
Vith  which  the  simple  Damsel  meant,  no  doubt, 

I  To  bless  her  foithful  favourite,  Cotln  Clout 

Not  with  more  horror  stares  each  lengthen'd  feature 
Of  some  fine,  fluttering,  mincing  Petii-mallre, 
When  of  a  wanton  chimney-sweeping  wag 
The  Beau's  white  vestment  feels  the  sooty  bag. 

Not  witli  more  horror  did  the  Devil  look. 
When  Dunstan  by  the  nose  the  Demon  took 
(As  gravely  say  our  legendary  songs). 
And  led  bim  with  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs. 

Not  Lady  Worsley,  chaste  as  mani/  a  Nun, 
Look'd  with  more  horror  at  Sir  Richard's  fun. 
When,  raised  on  high  to  view  her  naked  Charms 
He  held  Hic peeping  Captain  in  bis  arms; 
Like  David,  tliat  most  amorous  little  Dragon, 

L  Ogling  sweet  Batlisheba  without  a  rag  on. 

I  N  S 
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Not  more  the  great  Sara  House  with  horror  stared/ll 
By  Mob  affronted  to  the  very  beard  * ; 
Whose  impudence  (enough  to  damn  a  jail) 
Snatch'd  from  his  waving  hand  his  fox's  tall, 
And  stuff'd  it,  "midst  his  thunders  of  applause, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  Sam's  gaping  jaws, 
Tliat,  forcing  down  his  patriotic  throat, 
Of  "  Fox  and  freedom!"  stopp'd  the  glorious  note, 

■    Not  with  more  horror  Billy  Ramus  f  stared, 
When  Puff  J,  the  Prince's  Hair-dresser,  appear'd 
Amidst  their  eating-room,  with  dread  design 
To  sit  with  Pages,  and  with  Pages  dint  f 


*  In  WestniinslEr  Hall,  wliere  Ute  taut  (the  AdUiot  was  just  sboul  (o  aj 
Knurm)  of  the  People  wai  to  be  bkeu  on  nn  election. 

I  Enipliatically  and  (MHtslantly  called  by  hii  M^csly  BOif  Ramiii.  One  of 
Uie  Pnges,  who  «havc5  ilio  Sovereign,  ain  hU  tiurti,  rnub  to  him,  writes  for 
him,  u>d  collects  an  red  ales. 

t  Hi>  Koyal  Hie^ncu't  hair-ilraser,  vho  attendiog  bim  at  Winbor,  the 
Prince,  wilh  hti  luial  goodnatare,  ordered  him  to  dine  with  the  Pa|;ei.  The 
pride  of  the  Pa;^  unmcduttely  took  fin,  and  a  Petiiioo  «a>  ilispati'lied  to  the 
KiDf  and  Prince,  lo  he  relieved  frotn  Uie  distreMfal  circnnntinii'r  of  dining 
with  a  Umr-irtutr.  'Flie  Petition  was  treated  with  a  proper  contempt ;  and  lite 
Paf  n  commanded  to  receive  Mr.  Pulf  into  their  mcM,  or  quil  tlie  tnbk.  With 
onipeakable  mortification  Mr.  Ramus  and  his  Brethren  mhmiltri ;  bin,  like  (he 
poor  0«nMot  who  bvrc  NM  tlifir  ml  >  l«ve  no!  beld  np  their  bcadi  fiwa. 
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Not  with  more  horror  Gloster's  Duchess  stared, 
When  (blest  in  metaphor)  the  King  declared, 
That  not,  of  all  her  mongrel  breed,  one  tvhelp 
Should  in  the  Royal  kennel  ever  yelp. 

Not  more  that  man  so  sweet,  so  unprepared, 
The  gentle  Squire  of  Leatherhead,  was  scared, 
When,  after  prayers  so  good,  and  rare  a  sermon. 
He  found  his  front  attack 'd  by  fierce  Miss  Vernon*; 
Who  meant  (Thalestris-like,  disdaining  fear) 
To  pour  her  /bo/  in  thunder  on  iiis  rear : 
Who,  in  God's  house,  without  one  grain  of  grace, 
Spit,  like  a  vixen,  in  hb  Worship's  face  ; 
Then  shook  her  nails,  as  sharp  as  taylor's  Shears, 
That  itch'd  to  scrape  acquaintance  with  his  earsf. 

Not  Atkinson  J  with  stronger  terror  started 
(Somewhat  afraid,  perchance,  of  being  carted), 

•  Kjnaiton  is  tlic  naiotr  of  ttif  Gciillemin  atNiI^  b?  this  fiiriona  Maid  of 
Hniuiur.  for  disapprnlatioii  of  the  l^y  u  an  ncqnainiance  for  lui  Wife. 

•  Verily  in  the  houie  of  the  Lord,  on  the  Lord's  day,  in  the  y«ar  afoDr  Lord 
1TB3,  in  tliP  tilUpt:  of  Lcatberiiead,  in  the  county  of  Surry,  did  this  profane 
Mitral  unull  lake  plucc  OQ  \ht  phil  of  Siiairc  Kynaaton,  to  the  dugraec  of  tail 
Family,  the  irmitr  «(  tlw  Paiton,  the  homrr  of  tlte  Clerk,  ind  the  ttapefettion 
of  ibe  CvDicnfpitioi]. 

t  Mr.Cbmlu|d]CrAtlUi)Mtfid)ruirw<>uPiUorf  bi«tBc)«aUyiaiowiilath<' 
Pahlic 


V. 
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When  Justice,  a  sly  dame,  one  day  thought  fit 

To  pay  her  serious  compiimetits  to  Kit ; 

Ask'd  him  h  few  sliort  questions  about  corn. 

And  whisper'd,  slie  believed  he  v,-»s  forsworn  ; 

Then  hinted,  tiiat  he  probably  would  find, 

That,  though  she  sometimes  wink'd,  she  was  not  blind.^ 

Not  more  Asturias'  Princess  look'd  affright, 
At  breakfast  when  her  SpousCj  the  unpolite, 
Hurl'd,  madly  heedless  both  of  time  and  place, 
A  cup  of  boiling  coffee  in  her  fecc. 
Because  the  Fair  One  eat  a  butter'd  roll 
On  which  the  selfish  Prince  had  fix'd  his  soul. 
Not  more  astonish'd  look'd  that  Prince,  to  find 
His  Royal  Father  to  his  face  unkind  *  ; 
Who,  to  the  cause  of  injured  beauty  won, 
Seiz'd  on  the  proud  proboscis  of  his  Son 
I  (Just  like  a  Tiger  of  the  Libyan  shade, 

■  Whose  furious  claws  the  helpless  Deer  invade), 

I  And  led  him,  till  that  Son  its  durance  freed 

r  By  asking  pardon  for  the  brutal  deed ; 

L 


Thi*  quarrel  between  the  Prince  of  Afturias  and  hu  Printca,  with  tbt  atr- 
t«frt«nc«  <d  Uu>  Spuiiak  hloaurb,  as  detcnbei)  luic,  ii  Ml « |K>etH  fictUw, 
t>ul  an  abiolutc  fuct,  thai  happened  not  minj'  mnntlu  ago. 


n 


Led  him  thrice  round  the  room  (the  story  goes), 
\^'lio  followed  with  great  gravity  his  nose. 
Resolved  at  first  (for  Spaniards  are  stiff  stuff) 
To  ask  no  pardon  though  the  snout  came  off. — 
Not  more  astonish'd  look'd  tliat  Spanish  King 
Whene'er  he  raiss'd  a  Snipe  upon  the  wing*. 
Not  more  astonish'd  look'd  that  King  of  Spain, 
To  see  liig  Gun-boats  blazing  on  the  main  : 
Not  Doctor  Johnson  more,  to  hear  the  tale 
Of  vile  Piozzi's  marrying  Madame  Thrale ; 
Nor  Doctor  Wilson,  child  of  amorous  folly. 
When  young  Mac  Clyster  bore  off  Kate  Macaulayf, 

What  dire  emotions  siiook  the  Monarch's  soul ! 
Just  like  two  Billiard-halls  his  Eyes  'gan  roll, 
While  anger  all  liis  Royal  heart  possess'd. 
That,  swelling,  wildly  bump'd  against  his  breast; 
Bounced  at  his  ribs  with  all  its  might  so  stout. 
As  resolutely  bent  on  jumping  out. 


*  Hii  Mo>t  Catholic  M^esty'a  ihootini^-merils  arc  oniTernlly  scknowIedgAd. 
Thoueli  far  adtaiiced  in  yean,  he  ii  slitl  tbe  iilminitJon  of  his  lobjecls,  and  the 
cnty  of  hubrotber  Khifii,  uatfcoC;  utd  it  u  welllui«ni,  Ibat  CTcn  on  thoM 
daya  when  the  Royal  robes  are  obliged  to  tic  worn,  liis  brercheR-pockets  ar« 
itiiScd  with  ^n-flinti,  urcws,  hammers,  and  otlier  iinplcmetita  Decenary'  for 
Ibc  deitractioD  oT  Knipo,  Putridgfes,  and  ITBcl  Pffu 

1  The  fair  Hiiloikn.  :cU  W  mynat*0\  ^  iJUtfttlV 
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T'  aven^,  with  all  its  powers,  the  dire  disgrace, 

And  nobly  spit  in  the  oftender's  face. — 

Thus  a  large  Dumpling  to  its  cell  confin'd 

(A  Tery  apt  allusion,  to  my  mind), 

Lies  snug,  until  the  water  waxeth  hot, 

Then  bustles  'midst  the  tempest  of  the  pot : 

In  vainj'^the  lid  keeps  down  the  Child  of  Dough, 

That  bouncing,  tumbling,  sweating,  rolls  below. 

"How,  how?  what,  what?  what's  that,  what's  that?" 
he  cries, 

With  rapid  accent,  and  with  staring  eyes : 

"  hook  there,  look  there ;  what's  got  into  my  house  ? 

A  Louse,  God  bless  us!  Louse,  louse,  louse,  louse, 
'  louse." 

The  Queen  look'd  down,  and  then  exclaim'd, "  Good  la! 

And  with  a  smile  the  dappled  Stranger  saw. 

Each  Princess  strain'd  her  lovely  neck  to  see ; 

And,  with  another  smile,  exclaim 'd,  "  Good  me 

"  Good  la !  Good  me !  is  that  all  you  can  say  ? 
'  Qur  gracious  Monarch  cries,  with  huge  dismay 

L  "'What!  what!  a  silly  vacant  smile  take  place 

K  Upon  your  Majesty's  and  Children's  face, 

B  White  tliat  vile  Louse  (soon,  soon  to  be  unjointed) 

■  Affronts  the  presence  of  the  Lord's  Anoioted  I 

L 


ited) 


Dash'd,  as  if  tax'd  with  Hell's  most  deadly  sins, 
The  Queen  and  Princesses  drew  in  their  chins, 
Look'd  prim,  and  gave  each  exclamation  o'er, 
And,  prudent  Damsels,  "word  spake  never  more." 
Sweet  Maids,  the  beauteous  boast  of  Britain's  isle, 
Speak,  were  those  peerless  Lips  forbid  to  smile? 
Lips  that  the  soul  of  simple  Nature  moves, 
Form'd  by  the  bounteous  hands  of  all  tlie  I^ves;      ' 
Lips  of  delight,  unstain'd  by  Satire's  gall ; 
Lips  that  I  never  kiss'd — and  never  shall. 

Now,  to  each  trembling  Page,  a  poor  mute  mouse, 
The  pious  Monarch  cried,  "  Is  this  your  Louse  ?" — 
"  Ah  !  Sire,"  replied  each  Page  with  pig-like  whine, 
"  An't  please  your  Majesty,  it  is  not  mine." — 
"  Not  thine?"  the  has^  Monarch  cried  again : 
"  What,  what?  whose,  whose  tlien  ?  who  the  devil's  then?" 

Now  at  this  sad  event  the  Sovereign,  sore 
Unhappy,  could  not  take  a  mouthful  more  : 
His  wiser  Queen,  her  gracious  stomach  studying, 
Stuck  most  devoutly  to  the  Beef  and  Pudding; 
For  Gennans  are  a  very  hearty  sort. 
Whether  begot  in  Hog-sties  or  a  Court, 
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Who  bear  (which  shows  theii-  hearts  are  not  of  stone)  ' 
The  ills  of  others  better  Uian  tiieir  (mm. 

Grim  terror  seized  the  souls  of  all  the  Pages, 
Of  different  sizes,  and  o(  different  ages  : 
Frighten 'd  about  their  pensions  or  their  bones, 
They  on  each  other  gaped  like  Jacob's  Sons. 

Now  to  a  Page,  but  tchich  we  can't  determine, 
The  growling  Monarch  gave  the  plate  and  Vermin. 
"  Watch  well  that  blackguai*d  Animal,"  he  cries, 
"  That,  soon  or  late,  to  glut  ray  vengeance  dies  : 
Watch,  like  a  Cat,  that  vile  marauding  Louse, 
Or  George  shall  play  the  devil  in  the  house. 
Some  Spirit  w  hispcrs,  tiiat  to  Cooks  I  owe 
The  precious  Visitor  that  crawls  below ; 
Yes,  yes,  the  whispering  Spirit  tells  me  true, 
And  soon  shall  vengeance  all  their  Locks  pursue. 
Cooks,  Scourers,  Scullions  too,  with  Tails  of  Pig, 
Shall  lose  their  coxcomb  Curls,  and  wear  a  Wig." — 
.  Thus  roared  the  King,  not  Hercules  so  big; 

I  And  all  the  Palace  echoed,  "  Wear  a  Wig!" 

I  Fear, 

^.  And  dai 


I 


Fear,  like  an  Ague,  struck  the  pale-nosed  Cooki, 
And  dasli'd  the  beef  and  nuitton  from  their  looks ; 
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Whilst  from  each  cheek  the  rose  withdrew  its  red, 
And  Pity  blubber'd  o'er  each  menaced  Head. 

But,  lo,  the  great  Cook-Major*  comes !  his  Eyes 
Fierce  as  the  reddening  plamc  that  Toasts  andyriM  ; 
His  Cheeks  like  Bladders,  with  high  passion  glowing, 
Or  like  a  fat  Dutch  Trumpeter's  when  blowing  : 
A  neat  white  apron  his  huge  corpse  embraced, 
Tied  by  two  comely  strings  about  his  waist; 
All  apran  that  he  purchased  with  his  riches, 
To  guard  from  hostile  grease  hia  velvet  breeches  ; 
An  apron  that,  in  Monmouth-street  Wgh-hung, 
Oft  to  the  winds  witli  sweet  deportment  swung.         -r 


"  Ye  Sons  of  Dripping,  on  your  Major  look," 
In  sounds  of  deep-toned  tliunder  cried  the  Cook 
"  By  this  wiiite  apron,  that  no  more  can  hope 
To  join  the  piece  in  Mister  Inkle's  shop; 
Tliat  oft  has  held  the  best  of  Palace-meat, 
And  from  this  forehead  wif>ed  the  briny  sweat ; 
I  swear  this  Head  disdains  to  lose  its  Locks ; 
And  those  tliat  do  not,  tell  them  they  are  Mocks. 
Whose  Head,  my  Cooks,  such  vile  disgrace  endures? 
Will  it  be  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours  ? 


ra*  the;  rOUSlAD  : 

Ten  thousand  Crawlers  in  Uiat  Head  be  hatch'd. 
For  ever  itching,  but  be  never  scratcli*d  ! 
Then  may  the  charming  perquisite  of  grease 
The  mammon  of  your  pocket  ne'er  increase ; 
Greasej  that  so  frequently  halti  brought  you  coin, 
From  veal,  pork,  mutton,  and  the  great  Sir  Loin. 
O  Brothers  of  the  Spitj  be  firm  as  rocks ; 
Lo !  to  no  King  on  earth  I  yield  these  Locks. 
Few  are  my  Hairs  behind,  by  age  endear'd ; 
But,  few  or  many,  tliey  shall  not  be  shear'd. 

"  Sooner  shall  Madame  Schwellenberg  *,  the  jade. 
Yield  up  her  favourite  perquisites  of  trade ; 
Give  up  her  Majesty's  old  cloaks  and  gowns. 
Caps,  petticoats,  and  aprons,  without  fio\™s 
She  who  for  ever  studies  mischief;  she 
Who  soon  will  be  as  busy  as  a  Bee, 
To  get  the  liberty  of  Locks  enslaved, 
And  every  harmless  Cook  and  SculHon  shaved. 
She,  if  by  cliance  a  British  Servant  Maid, 
By  some  insinuating  tongue  betray 'd, 
Induced  the  iast  forbidden  fruit  to  taste. 
Grows,  luckless,  somewhat  bigger  in  the  waist; 


•  MutrtM  of  the  S«bei  to  ber  H^aly. 
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Rants,  storms,  swears,  turns  the  Penitent  to  door,    ^ 
Graced  with  the  pretty  names  of  Bitch  and  Whore,      i 
To  range  a  Prostitute  upon  the  town, 
Or,  if  tlie  weeping  Wretch  thinli  better,  drown  :  — 
But,  if  a  Gertiiati  Spider-brusher  fails, 
Whose  nose  grows  sharper,  and  whose  shape  tells  tales  ; 
Hush'd  is  th' affair;  the  Queen  and  she,  good  Dame, 
Both  club  their  wits  to  hide  the  growing  shame ; 
To  wed  her,  get  some  fool,  I  mean  some  wise  man ; 
Then  dub  the  prudent  Cuckold  an  Exciseman. 
She  who  hath  got  more  insolence  and  pride, 
God  mend  her  heart !  than  half  the  world  beside  : 
She  who,  of  guttling  fond,  stuffd  down  more  meat, 
Heaven  help  her  stomach !  than  ten  men  can  eat ; 
Ten  men  ?  aye,  more  than  ten,  the  hungry  Hag ; 
Why,  zounds,  the  woman's  Stomach's  like  a  Bag : 
She  who  will  swell  the  uproar  of  the  house, 
And  tell  the  King  damned  lies  about  the  Louse; 
When  probably  that  Louse  (a  vile  old  trull !) 
Was  bom  and  nouriah'd  in  her  own  grey  scull. 

"  Sooner  the  room  shall  Buxom  Nanny*  quit, 
Where  oft  she  charms  her  Master  with  her  wit ; 

•  A  fem^c  Servint  of  tbe  P*Uce.  wba  coniltiitljftUeodi  Ute  King  wbenb* 
Ri(U dupstchet.  ...  ~      otJwu   .uu  ii'Mi  ^tt    ;;£UiU\ 
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Tells  tales  of  every  body,  every  thing, 
From  honest  Courtiers  to  the  Thieves  who  swing ; 
Waits  on  her  Sovereign  while  he  reads  dispatches, 
And  wisely  winds  up  State-atrairs  or  Watches. 

"  Sooner  the  Prince  (may  Heaven  hia  mcome  mend  I 
Shall  quit  his  bottle,  mistress,  or  liis  iHeod ; 
Laugh  at  the  drop  on  Misery's  languid  eye. 
And  hear  her  sinking  voice  without  a  sigh ; 
Break  for  the  wealth  of  Realms  his  sacred  word, 
And  let  the  World  write  Coxvard  on  his  sword. 
Sooner  shall  Ham  from  Fowl  and  Turkey  part, 
And  Stuffing  leave  a  Calf's  or  Bullock's  Heart: 
Sooner  shall  Toasted  Clieese  take  leave  of  Mustard, 
And  from  the  Codlin  Tait  be  torn  the  Custard ; 
Sooner  these  hands  the  glorious  Haunch  shall  spoil, 
And  all  our  Melted  Butter  turn  to  Oil. 
Sooner  our  pious  King,  with  pious  face, 
Sit  down  to  dinner  without  saying  grace ; 
And  every  night  salvation-prayers  put  forth 
For  Portland,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan,  and  Nortli, 
Sooner  fthall  fashion  order  frogs  and  snails. 
And  diebclouta  stick  eternal  to  our  tails. — 
Let  George  view  Ministers  witli  surly  looks. 
Abuse  "em,  kick  'emj  but  revere  his  Cooks." 


) 
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"  What !  lose  our  Locks  ?"  replied  the  Roasting  Crew, 
"  To  Barbers  yield  'em  ?    Damme  if  we  do. 
Be  shaved  like  foreign  Dogs  one  daily  meets 
Naked,  and  blue,  and  shivering,  in  the  streets ; 
And  from  the  Palace  be  ashamed  to  range, 
For  fear  the  World  should  think  we  had  the  mange ; 
By  taunting  boys  made  weary  of  our  lives, 
Broad-grinning  whores  and  ridiculing  wives  ?" 

"  Rouse,  Opposition ! "  roar'd  a  tipsy  Cook, 
With  hands  akimbo,  and  bubonic  look  : 
*'  'Tis  she  alone  our  noble  Curls  can  keep ; 
Without  her,  Ministers  would  fall  asleep  : 
'Tis  she  who  makes  great  men,  our  Foxes,  Pitta, 
And  sharpens,  Whetstone  like,  tlie  Nation's  wits ; 
Knocks  off  your  knaves  and  fools,  however  great, 
And,  Broom-like,  sweeps  the  cobwebs  of  the  State ; 
In  casks  like  Sulphur  that  expels  bad  air, 
And  makes,  like  Thunder-claps,  foui  weather  fair^tUA 
Acts  like  a  Gun,  that,  fired  at  gathcr'd  soot,  ■  ^ 

Preserves  the  chimney,  and  tlie  house  to  boot ; 
Or,  like  a  School-boy's  Whip,  that  keeps  up  tops. 
The  sinking  Realm  by  flagellation  props. 
Our  Monarch  must  not  be  indulged  too  ^u*; 
Besides,  I  love  a  little  bit  of  war.  -^ 


^ 


191 


THE  LOUSIAD: 


Whether  to  crop  our  Curls  lie  boasts  a  right, 

Or  not,  I  do  not  care  the  Ixmse's  bite ; 

But  then,  oo  force-work.     No ;  no  force,  by  Heaveaf^l 

Cooks,  Yeomen,  Scourers,  we  will  not  be  driven. 

Try  but  to  force  a  Pig  against  his  will, 

Behold,  the  sturdy  gentleman  stands  still ; 

Or  perhaps,  his  power  to  let  the  driver  know,  {  1 

Gallops  the  very  road  he  should  not  go.  ( 

No  force  for  me.    The  French,  the  fawning  dogs, 

E'en  let  them  lose  their  freedom,  and  eat  Frogs ; 

Damme,  I  hate  each  pale  sovp-rtm'tgre  tliief ; 

Give  me  my  darling  Liberty  and  Beef." 

He  spoke ;  and  from  his  jaws  a  lump  he  slid, 
And,  sweaiing,  manful  flung  to  earth  his  quid. 
Then  swelling  Pride  forbade  his  tongue  to  rest, 
While  wild  emotions  labour d  in  his  breast: 
Now  sounds  confused  jiis  anger  made  him  mutter, 
And,  when  he  thought  on  shaving,  curses  sputter. 
Such  is  the  sound  {the  simile's  not  weak), 
Form'd  by  what  mortals  Bubble  call  and  Squeak*, 


•  The  DiMlcsl  Author  of  the  Louuad  must  do  hinuelf  Uw  justice  w  declm 
here,  that  his  simile  of  tlie  Bubble  uiJ  Squeak  is  vastly  moce  nitural  nnd  uioie 
nbhine  tlmn  Homer's  Bhck  pudding  on  %  GrMlroa,  tUnitntint  tlw  motwo*  »H 
Bof  hiaheio  t!ly»»c(,    f  >■**  OdyWflr.X' .  L' u  »  »  ■,>;  1  .—ilt.^ 


When  'midst  the  frj'ing-pan,  in  accents  savage, 
The  Beef  so  surly  quarrels  with  the  Cabbage. 

"Be  shaved  !"  a  Scullion  loud  began  to  bellow, 
Loud  as  a  Parish-bull,  or  poor  Othello 
Placed  by  that  rogue  lago  upon  thorns,  ' 

With  all  the  horrors  of  a  Pair  of  Horus : 
Loud  as  th'  Exciseman,  struggling  for  his  life. 
And  panting  in  a  most  inglorious  strife  ; 
When  on  his  face  the  smuggling  Princess  sprung, 
And,  Cat-like  clawing,  to  his  visage  clung*. 

"  Be    shaved    like  Pigs ! "    rejoin 'd   the  Sculbon's 
Rfate, 
His  dishclout  shaking,  and  his  pot-crown'd  pate : 
"  What  Barber  dares  it? — Let  him  watch  his  nos^. 
And,  curse  me,  dread  the  rage  of  these  ten  toes." 
So  saying,  with  an  oath  to  raise  one's  hair, 
He  kick'd  with  threatenbg  foot  the  yielding  air. 

'  Tills  ifloir  liapprned  a  fen  yran  liace.  Ad  Eiciwnian  Kuiag  tome 
nnnggloJ  goodn  belonging  to  a  Princeu,  a  relation  or  the  Gml  Preiferic,  ber 
HijcftiKu  fill  upon  tlie  poor  rat  dr  catr.  nnJ  oIdioiI  scratrbed  biteymout.  Tlie 
■ExL-UEiMn  made  a  fortnal  complaint  to  the  King,  begKi"?  to  be  relievMl  from 
(be  Dugnce.  The  itallanl  Montuch  relumed  for  answer,  thai  he  t(avc  np  ihe 
Dulia  loliiaCoiuia  tlie  Princea,  bnt  could  not  conceive  bow  Uie  btutd  of  ■  lair 
Lad>  cDuldduAawHir  tbefitceafanExciKiaBii.  i^f 

VOL.   I.  O 
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Thus  have  I  seen  an  Ass  (baptized  a  JacV), 
Graced  by  a  Chimney-sweeper  on  liis  back, 
Prance,  snort,  and  fling  his  heels  with  liberality, 
In  imitation  of  a  horse  of  giialiiy. 

"  Be  shaved ! "  an  understrapper  Tumbroche  cried. 
In  all  the  foaming  energy  of  pride : 
"  Zounds,  let  lis  take  his  Majesty  in  hand  ; 
The  King  shall  find  he  lives  at  our  command. 
Yes;  let  him  know,  with  all  his  wondrous  State, 
His  teeth  and  stomach  on  our  wills  shall  wait : 
ff^e  rule  the  platters,  rve  command  the  spit. 
And  George  shall  have  his  mess  when  we  think  fit ; 
Stay  till  ourselves  shall  condescend  to  eat. 
And  then,  i£we  think  proper,  have  his  Meat" 

Thus,  having  fed  on  venison  rather  coarse, 
A  colt,  or  crocodile,  or  dish  of  horse. 
The  Tartar  quits  his  smoky  hut  with  sconi, 
Sounds  to  the  Kingdoms  of  the  World  his  horn, 
And,  treating  Monarchs  like  his  Slaves  or  Swine, 
Informs  them  they  have  liberty  to  dine, 

"Heavens!"  cried  a  Yeoman,  with  much  teaming 
graced. 
In  books,  as  well  as  meat,  a  man  of  taiie^ 


% 


^^^^^^H                           CANTO 

195       ^H 

Who  read  with  \-ast  applause  the  daily  news, 

^1 

And  kept  a  close  acquaintance  with  the  Muse  ; 

M^^l 

Conundrum,  rebus,  made;  acrostic,  riddle; 

^^^^H 

And  sung  his  dying  sonnets  to  the  fiddle, 

:V^^H 

When  Love,  with  cruel  dart,  the  murdering  thief  t 

^H 

tm  Heart  had  spitted,  hkc  a  Piece  of  Beet: 

^^1 

"Are   these,"  he   said,    "of  Kings    the  whims 

aad        ^M 

jokes? 

^1 

Then  Kings  can  be  as  viad  as  common  folks. 

^H 

Dame  Nature,  when  a  Prince's  Aeat/she  makes, 

^^H 

No  more  concern  about  the  inside  takes, 

«^^H 

Than  of  the  inside  of  a  bug's  or  bat's, 

^^^^1 

A  flea's,  a  grasshopper's,  a  cur's,  a  cat's  ; 

^^^^1 

As  careless  as  tlie  Artist,  trunks  designing,            ' 

^^^^1 

About  the  trifling  circumstance  of  Iwhtg  ; 

ri^^H 

Whether  of  Cumberland  he  use  the  plays. 

.l(>     ^^1 

Miss  Barney's  novels,  or  Miss  Seward's  lays ; 

-'»A    ^H 

Or  Sacred  Dramas  of  Miss  Hannah  More, 

lA     ^H 

Where  all  the  Nine  with  little  Moses  snore ; 

..A     ^^1 

Or  good  Squire  Pindar's  Odes  ;  or  Warton's  stick 

^^^1 

Or  Horace  Walpole's  Doubts  upon  King  Dick, 

^H 

Who  furious  drives,  at  times,  his  old  goose-quill, 

^1 

On  Strawberry  (Reader,  not  th*  Aonian)  Hilt; 

^1 

Whether  he  doom  the  Royal  Speech  to  cling, 

^H 

Or  those  of  Lords  and  Commoas  to  the  King ; 

^1 

o  2 
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Where  o»e  begs  Money,  and  tlie  others  grant 
So  easy,  freely,  friendly,  complaisant,  A.I 

As  if  the  Cash  were  really  all  l/ieir  own,  )| 

To  purchase  knick-knacks  that  disgrace  a  Throne*. — ■ 
Ah  me !  did  people  know  what  trifling  things 
Compose  those  Idols  of  tlie  Earth,  called  Kings; 
Those  counterparts  of  that  important  FeltoTV, 
The  children's  wonder,  Signor  Punchinello  ; 
Who  struts  upon  the  Stage  his  hour  away ; 
His  outside,  gold  ;  his  inside,  rags  and  hay  ; 
No  more  as  God's  Vicegerents  would  they  shine, 
Nor  make  the  World  cut  throats  lor  Right  Divine. 

"  Those  Lords  of  Earth,  at  Dinner,  we  have  seen 
Sunk,  by  tlie  merest  trifles,  with  the  spleen  : 
Oft  for  an  ill-drcss'd  Egg  have  lieard  them  gi'ouu, 
And  seen  them  quarrel  foi-  a  Mution-boiic ; 
At  Salt,  or  V'inegar,  with  passion  fume, 
And  kick  DogSj  Chairs,  and  Pages,  round  the  rooni'f. 


*  Tlte  Ci*il  Ma,  wc  are  incliiwd  In  tliink,  feeli  dcficicndct  from  Toyi.  For 
Ui  nubuce  tre  will  appeal  to  Mr.  Cummiu^'i  non-docript  cX  ■  Time-piecF  at 
the  Qneeo'i  Uonse,  wHcb  cD4l  nearly  two  tbouMnd  poaods.  Tlic  ume  MtUt 
if  alio  aUowed  two  buodrcd  pounds  petannuia  to  kerp  tJic  Itmble  iu  rrpxir. 

I  Thiiii  partlyapjclureof  the  lut  R«ifn)  u  well  ai  the  prficnl,  Tlic  pai- 
•iont  of  Gcoi^  llic  Secoui]  were  of  tlic  mo&l  imp«tuau«  LithI  -.  his  hut.  ard  lua 
lavourite  nunirter  Sit  Robert  Walpole,  were  too  frequently  Uie  footbalU  of  bi* 
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I  Alas !  how  often  have  we  lieard  them  grunt, 
Whene'er  the  rushing  Rain  hath  spoil'd  a  Hunt  \ 
Their  sanguine  wishes  cross'd,  their  spirits  clogg'd, 
Mere  riding  Dishclouts  homeward  they  have  jogg'd ; 
Poor  imps,  tlie  sport  (with  all  their  pride  and  power) 

I  Of  Nature's  diuretic  stream,  a  Shower ! 

P  This  we,  the  Actors  in  the  farce,  perceive ; 
But  this  the  distant  World  will  ne'er  believe, 
Who  fancy  Kings  to  all  the  Virtues  bom, 
Ne'er  by  the  vulgar  storms  of  Passion  torn; 

IBut  blest  with  Souls  so  calm,  like  Summer  Seas, 

I  That  smile  to  Heaven,  unruffled  by  a  breeze; 

I  Who  think  that  Kings,  on  Wisdom  always  fed, 
Speak  sentences  like  Bacon's  Brazen  Head ; 
Hear  from  their  bps  the  vilest  nonsense  fall, 
Yet  think  some  heavenly  Spirit  dictates  all ; 
Conceive  their  bodies  of  celestial  clay. 
And,  though  all  ailment,  sacred  from  decay; 
To  nods  and  smiles  their  gaping  homage  bring, 
And  thank  their  God  then-  eyes  have  seen  a  King. 
Lord !  m  the  Circle  when  our  Royal  Master 
Pours  out  his  Words  as  fast  as  Hail,  or  faster, 


ill  hnmaar;  nay,  poor  Qneen  Caroline  fane  to  foraibareorhii/Mf  taumttwf. 
But  he  wu  a  Prioce  of  virtow :  "  vhi  pfuni  uUmt,  ion  rgo  pauris  nfcndar 
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To  country  Squires,  and  Wives  of  country  Squires  j 
Like  stuck  Pigs  staring,  how  each  Oaf  admires  f 
Lo !  every  Syllable  becomes  a  Gem  : 
And  if,  by  chance,  the  Monarch  cough,  or  hem, 
Seized  with  the  symptoms  of  a  deep  surprise, 
Their  joints  v  ith  reverence  tremble,  and  their  eyes 
Roll  wonder  first ;  then,  shrinking  back  with  few, 
Would  hide  behind  the  brains,  were  any  there. 
How  taken  is  this  idle  M'^orld  by  show ! 
Birth,  Riches,  are  tlie  Baals  to  whom  we  bow; 
Preferring,  with  a  Soul  as  black  as  Soot, 
A  Rogue  on  horseback  to  a  Saint  on  foot. 
See  France,  see  Portugal,  Sicilia,  Spain, 
And  mark  the  desert  of  each  Despot's  brain  ; 
Whose  tongues  should  never  treat  Mith  taunts  a  fooli 
Who  prove  that  nothing  is  too  mean  to  ru/e. 
What  could  the  Prince,  high  towering  like  a  Steeple, 
Without  the  Majesty  of  us  the  People  r 
Go,  like  the  King  of  Babylon*,  to  grass; 
Or  wander,  like  a  Beggar  witli  a  pass. 
However  modern  Kings  may  Cooks  despbe. 
Warriors  and  Kings  were  Cooks,  or  History  lies 
Patroclus  broil'd  Beef-steaks  to  quell  his  hunger 
The  mighty  Agamemnon  potted  Conger ; 
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And  Charles  of  Sweden,  'midst  his  guns  and  drums, 
Spread  his  owo  Bread  and  Butter  with  his  thumbs. — 
Be  shaved  !  No :  sooner  pillories,  jails,  the  stocks, 
SJiall  pinch  this  corpse,  than  Barbers  snatch  my  Locks." 

"  Well  hast  tliou  said,"  a  Scourer  bold  rejoiii'd  : 

"  Damme,  I  love  the  man  who  speaks  his  mind." 

Then  in  his  arms  the  Orator  he  took, 

And  swore  he  was  an  Angel  of  a  Cook. 

Awhile  he  held  liiiu  with  a  Cornish  hug; 

Then  seized,  with  glorious  grasp,  a  pewter  mug, 

Whose  ample  womb  nor  Cyder  held  nor  Ale, 

But  Nectar  fit  for  Jove,  and  brewed  by  Thrale. 

"  A  healtti  to  Cooks !"  he  cried,  and  waved  the  pot; 

"  And  he  who  sighs  for  titles,  is  a  sot. 

Let  Dukes  and  Lords  tlie  World  in  wealth  surpass; 

Yet  many  a  Lion's  skin  conceals  an  Ass. 

Lo !  this  is  one  among  my  Golden  Rules, 
To  think  tlie  greaieat  men  the  greatest  fools  : 
The  great  are  judges  of  an  Opera-song, 
And  fly  a  Briton's  for  a  Kunuch's  tongue ; 
Thus  idly  squandering  for  a  squawl  their  riches, 
To  faint  with  rapture  at  those  Cats  in  Breeches. 
Accept  this  truth  from  me,  my  Lads ;  the  maa 
Who  first  found  out  a  Spit  or  Frying-pan, 
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Did  ten  times  more  towards  the  Public  Good, 
Than  all  the  tawdry  Titles  since  the  Flood  : 
Titles,  that  Kings  may  grant  to  Asses,  Mules; 
The  scorn  of  Sages,  and  the  boast  of  Fools." 

He  ended.    All  the  Cooks  exclaim'd,  "  Divine !' 
Then  whisper'd  one  another,  'twas  "damned  fine." 
Thus  spoke  the  Scourer  like  a  man  inspired. 
Whose  Speech  the  Heroes  of  die  Kitchen  fired  : 
Grooms,  Master-scourers,  Scullions,  Scullions'  Mates, 
With  all  tlie  Overseers  of  Knives  and  Plates, 
Felt  their  brave  Souls  like  frisky  Cyder  work, 
Whizzing  in  opposition  to  the  Cork ; 
Earth's  Potentates  appear'd  ignoble  things, 
And  Cooks  of  greater  consequence  than  Kings. 
Such  is  the  power  of  words,  where  truth  unites ; 
And  such  the  rage  that  injured  worth  excites  !  .'  ■ 

The  Scourer's  Speech  indeed,  with  reason  blest,  i" 

Inflamed  with  gotUike  ardour  all  the  rest. 
Thus  if  a  Bam  Heaven's  vengeful  Lightning  draw. 
The  flame  ethereal  darts  among  the  straw ; 
Doors.  Rafters,  Deams,  Owls,  Weasels,  Mice,  and  Rats, 
And  (if  unfortunately  mousing)  Cats  ; 
All  feel  die  fierce  devouring  Fire  in  turn, 
And,  mingling  in  one  Conflagration,  burn. 
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"  Sons  of  the  Spit,"  the  Major  cried  again, 
"  Your  noble  Speeches  prove  you  blest  with  br^ri; 
Brain,  that  Dame  Nature  gives  not  every  head, 
But  fills  the  vast  vacuity  with  Lead.  ,j' 

Yet  ere  for  Opposition  we  prepare,  ^^ 

And  fight  the  gloiious  cause  of  Heads  of  Hair, 
Metliinks  'twould  be  but  decent  to  petition. 
And  tell  the  King  with  firmness  our  condition. 
Soon  as  our  sad  Complaint  he  hears  us  utter, 
His  gracious  Heart  may  melt  away  like  Butter ;     .. 
Fair  Mercy  shine  amidst  our  gloomy  house, 
And  anger 'd  Majesty  forget  the  Louse." 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As  many  people  persist  in  tlieir  incredulity  with  r^ 
spect  to  the  attack  made  by  the  Barbers  on  the 
Heads  of  the  harmless  Cooks,  I  shall  exhibit  a  list 
of  the  unhappy  Sufferers ;  it  is  the  Palace  List,  and 
therefore  as  authentic  as  the  Gazette : — 
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A    TRUE   UST   OF   THE    SHAVED    AT    BUCKIXGHABI 


HOUSE. 


Two  Master  Cooks. 
Three  Yeomen  ditto. 
Four  Grooms. 
Three  Chadren. 
Two  Master  Scourers. 
Six  Under  Scourers. 
Six  Tumbroches. 


Two  Soil-Carriers. 
Two  Door-Keepers. 
Eight  Boys. 
Five  Pastry  People. 
Eight  Silver  Scullery, 

for  laughing  at  the 

Cooks. 


In  all,  Fifty-One. 


A  young  Man,  named  John  Bear,  would  not  submit, 

and  lost  his  place. 


THE 


LOUSIAD, 


HEROI-COMIC   POEM. 


CANTO  n. 


Qwdis  ab  ineepio,  HoftACB* 

'*  As  it  was  in  the  Ifegmning,  is  imcr,  and  eter  tkaU  be,  world  witfaoot  ead/ 


THE  AROUMEKT. 


Invocalion  to  the  Miues  — Degeneracy  ol"  moilem  PoeU  — The  rageed  State 
the  Ladiea  of  Pantasaiu— Sad  Condittan  of  Bards—  PraiM  of  Mr.  West's  great 
Picture  of  King  Alexander  and  tlie  Stag— More  Invocation  to  tlie  Ma)ei~ 
The  Tricki  of  thoKLAilies  — Their  Impositioni  on  Poets  and  Poeteues— A 
Compliment  to  King  Gcorj^  and  Dr.  Henchell,  on  tlieir  Intimacy  with  tbe 
Moon,  nnit  importuit  Uiscovcries  in  Uiai  Planet— Invocalion  to  Apollo  — 
InvDcatioD  to  Corartence— Coiiscieace  described  — The  great  Powera  of 
Constience  —  More  Invocalion  to  Conscience— Truth  and  FaUehooil,  thfir 
Siluatiom— More  Imocation  to  Couatience— Tlie  Praise  of  Royal  Economy, 
and  a  Hanoveiian  College- Address  to  Gottin^en  — More  Invocation  to  Con- 
science—Mt.  Hastings's  Bulse,  Mrs.  Ha»ting9's  tied  and  Ciadlc,  properlj 
treated— Mure  Words  to  Coiiscience~~Tlie  fatal  Powerof  Conscience  over  the 
bte  Mr.  Yorke  and  Lord  Clive  — Address  to  Fame  — A  Request  lo  theafor«- 
Mid  Gentlewoman,  instnicling  her  how  to  dispose  of  Mme  of  her  Tnunpcls— 
D«tcripiion  of  her  Pseudo-votariei- Th«  Bard  bluihetli  for  lite  Quaniily  of 
Invocation— Procession  of  his  Epic  Poem— Madame  Svh we  Itenberg  described 
with  a  Piute  of  Ham— Account  of  her  Birth,  Parentage,  and  Education— 
Acconntof  Pride— Madame  Schwellenberg's  Visit  to  the  King-Hi«  Majesly'a 
most  iracioos  Speech  —  Madame  Schwellenberg^  Answer  —  Address  to 
Readen  on  Swear  dik  ladies— Sir  Fnmcis  Drake,  the  Steward  of  the  House- 
hold, described  — not  Id  be  cODfaanded  with  the  famous  Sir  Francis  Drake, 
who  died  nenr  two  hundred  Yean  ago— The  Perqiusitei  of  Ihe  present  tJir 
Francis—  Description  of  Ihe  Dining  Room  belonging  to  the  Cooks  at  Back- 
ingliain  House— The  Entertainment  and  llterulli  of  this  Room— Dixoo  the 
Cook-majof's  Speech  —  Story  of  a  Nabob  and  a  Beggar— Cook-m^or  Dixon's 
SpecchinContinuance—SpeccUof  another  Cook- Tbe  Cooks  in  Ihe  Dumps— 
Tbe  Cook-m^or's  Rejoinder  lo  the  Cook's  Speech,  a  very  sensible  Speech— 
<n  with  a  beaulifal  Simitc— Tbe  FeUlion  of  Ihe  Cooks. 
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CANTO  THE  SECOND. 


Nymphs  of  the  sacred  Fount,  around  whose  brink 

Bards  rush  in  droves,  like  Cart-horses,  to  drink ; 

Dip  llieir  dark  beards  amidst  your  Stream  so  clear,  ^  ■ 

And,  while  they  gulp  it,  wish  it  Ale  or  Beer;     .  ,,j  „j"  ' 

Far  more  delighted  to  possess,  I  ween, 

Old  Calvert's  Brewliouse  for  their  Hippocrene; 

And,  blest  witli  Beef  their  ^ostly  forms  to  fill,     [^^.j 

Make  Dolly's  Chophouse  their  Aonian  Hill;        ,^,jj| 

More  pleased  to  hear  Knives,  Forks,  in  concert  JM^,i» 

Than  all  tlie  tinkling  Cymbals  of  the  Nine:—  ^  j  ,^ 

Assist  me,  ye  who  themes  sublime  pursue, 

Witli  scarce  a  shift,  a  slocking,  or  a  sJjoe. 

Such  power  have  Satires,  Epigrams,  and  Odes, 

As  make  even  bankrupts  of  the  Born  of  Gods; 

As  well  as  mortal  Bards,  who  oft  bewail 

Tlieir  unsuccessiiil  Madrigals  in  jail, 

Where  penn'd,  like  hapless  Cuckoos  in  a  cage, 

The  ragged  Warblers  pour  their  tuneful  rage; 
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Deck  the  damp  walls  with  Verse  of  various  qua] 
And,  from  their  prisons,  mount  to  immortality. 

Ah,  tell  me  where  is  now  thy  blush,  O  Shame  ! 
Shall  Bards*  through  JfliV*  exploi'e  tlic  road  to  fame ; 
Like  souls  of  Papists,  in  their  way  to  gloi"y, 
Doom'd  at  the  half-way  house  call'd  Purgatory 
To  burn,  before  they  reach  the  realms  of  light, 
Ijke  old  Tobacco-pipes,  from  black  to  white  f 
Yet  let  me  say  again,  that  powerful  Rhyme 
Hath  lifted  Poets  to  a  state  sublime ; 
To  lofty  pillories  raised  their  sacred  ears 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  marvelling  compeers. 
Whose  eggs,  potatoes,  turnips  and  tlieir  tops, 
Paid^^m^  homage  to  their  tuneful  chops. 
Blest  state,  that  gives  each  fair  exalted  mien 
To  grace  in  print  a  monthly  Magazine ; 
And  deck  the  shops  with  sweet  engravings  drest, 
'Midst  angeia,  sinners,  saints,  of  Mister  West ; 
Where  brave  King  Alexander  and  the  Deer, 
A  noble  bustling  hodge-podge  shall  appear, 
From  that  famed  Picture  *  which  our  wonder  drew. 
And  pour'd  its  brazen  splendors  on  tlie  view  : 

•  A  whole  •creoTcuivu  Kuliubed  by  coloor  u  to  site  it  tb«  BppMnuice  of 
*  Bisu-TouiKlry. 


Bright  as  the  Pictures'^at  with  glorious  glare, 
On  pent-house  high,  in  Piccadilly  stare, 
Where  Lions  seem  to  roar,  and  Tigers  growl, 
Hyffinas  whine,  and  Wolves  in  concert  howl ; 
And,  by  tlieir  goggling  eyes  and  furious  grin, 
Inform  what  sha^y  Devils  lodge  within. 

Ye  Nymphs  who,  fond  of  fun,  full  many  a  time 
Mount  on  a  Jack-ass  many  a  Child  of  Rhyme  ; 
And  make  him  think,  astride  his  braying  hack, 
He  moves  sublime  on  Pegasus's  back  : 
Ye  Muses,  oft  by  brainless  Poets  sought 
To  bid  the  Stanza  chime,  and  swell  with  tliought; 
Who,  whelping  for  oblivion,  fain  would  save 
Their  whining  Puppies  fi-om  the  sullen  Wave: 
Assbt  me  ye  who  visit  towns  and  hovels. 
To  teach  our  Girls  in  bibs  to  eke  out  Novels, 
And  treat  with  scorn  (far  nobler  knowledge  studying) 
The  humbler  art  of  making  Pie  or  Pudding : 
Who  make  our  Sapphos  of  their  Verses  vain, 
And  fancy  all  Parnassus  in  their  brain; 
And,  'midst  the  bustle  of  their  lucubrations, 
Take  downright  Madness  for  your  Inspirations ; 
Charm'd  with  the  cadence  of  a  lucky  line. 
Who  taste  a  rapture  equal,  George,  to  thine 

VOL.  I.  P 
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AVhcii  blest  at  Datcbet,  throuji^h^iy  Herscliell's  Glass^ 
That  brmga  from  distant  Worlds  a  Horse,  an  Ass, 
A  Tree,  a  Windmill,  to  the  curious  eye,  ' 

Sliirts,  Stockings,  Blankets,  that  on  hedges  dry. 
Thine  eyes,  at  evenings  late,  and  mornings  soon, 
Unsated  feast  on  Wonders  in  the  Moon : 
Where  Hcrschcll  on  Volcanoes,  Mountains,  pores, 
And,  happy,  Nature's  true  sublime  explores ; 

While  thou,  so  modest  (wonderful  to  tell !), 

On  lunar  trifles  art  content  to  dwell, 

Flies,  Grasshoppers,  Grubs,  Cobwebs,  Cuckoo-spittle; 

In  short,  delighted  witli  the  world  of  little; 

Which  West  shall  paint,  and  grave  Sir  Joseph  Banks 

Receive  trom  thy  historic  mouth  with  thanks; 

Then  bid  the  vermin  on  the  Journals*  craw!, 

Hop,  jump,  and  flutter,  to  amuse  us  all. 

And  thou,  great  Patron  of  the  double  quill  f, 
That  flays  by  Rhyme,  and  murders  by  a  Pill, 
(A  pretty  kind  of  double-barrell'd  Gun, 
More  given  to  tragedy  than  comic  fun) ; 
Auspicious  Patron  of  tlie  paunch  and  backs 
Of  those  all-daring  rascals  cbristen'd  Quacks, 


■  Of  tte  RoyiJ  Sueiety. 


t  ApoUo. 


To  whom  our  purse  and  lives  are  legal  plunder ; 

Who,  Hawk-like,  keep  tlie  human  species  under  : — 

God  of  those  Gentlemen  of  jingling  braira 

Who,  for  their  oxvn  amusement,  print  tlioir  strains  ; 

Strains  that  ne'er  soar'tl  beyond  the  Beetle's  flight, 

Save  on  the  pinions  of  a  school-boy's  kite} 

Strains,  arrant  strangers  to  a  depth  profound. 

Save  when,  deep  pilgrimaging  wider  ground, 

In  humble  rags,  like  Tinners  in  a  mine, 

They  pay  tiieir  court  to  Cloacina's  shrino; 

Strains  that  no  ray  of  light  nor  warmth  [jroclaim, 

Save  when,  committed  to  the  fire,  ihcjjiaine; 

Strauis  that  a  circulation  never  found, 

Save  when  they  tum'd  on  beef  or  venison  round  ;-— 

Oh !  aid,  as  lofty  Homer  says,  my  rout. 

To  sing  sublime  the  Monarch  and  the  Louse. 

Nymphs,  Phebus,  in  la^Jifst  heroic  Chapter 
I  should  have  prayed  for  crumbs  of  tuneful  rapture ; 
Thus  to  forget  my  friends  was  not  so  clever ; 
But,  says  the  proverb,  "  better  late  than  neper.' 


Well ;  since  I'm  in  tlie  invocation  trade, 
To  CoDsciwce  let  my  compliments  be  paid:— • 
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Conscience,  a  terrifying  little  sprite, 
That,  Bat-like,  winks  by  day,  and  wakes  by  night ; 
Hunts  through  the  heart's  dark  holes  each  lurking  Vice)  I 
As  sharp  as  Weasels  hunting  eggs  or  mice ; 
Who,  when  the  lightnings  flash,  and  thunders  crack. 
Makes  our  Hair  bristle  like  a  Hedgehog's  Back  ; 
Shakes,  Ague-like,  our  hearts  witli  wild  commotion  ; 
Uplifts  our  Saint-tike  eyes  with  dread  devotion ; 
Bids   the  poor  trembting  tongue  make   terms   with 

Heaven, 
And  promise  miracles  to  be  forgiven; 
Bids  Spectres  rise,  not  very  like  tlie  Graces, 
With  goggling  eyes,  black  beards,  and  Tyburn  faces ; 
With  scenes  of  Fires  of  glowing  Brimstone  scares, 
Spits,  forks,  and  proper  culinary  wares 
For  roasting,  broiling,  frying,  fricaseeiiig. 
The  Soul,  that  sad  offending  little  being; 
That  stubborn  stuff,  of  Salamander  make, 
Proof  to  the  fury  of  the  Burning  Lake; — 

O  Conscience !  thou  Strait-jacket  of  the  Soul, 
The  madding  sallies  of  tlie  Bard  control; 
Who  when  inclined,  like  brother  Bards,  to  lie, 
Bring  Truth's  neglected  form  before  his  ey^ 


^^^^^^^  CANTO  S19  1 

r  Fair  Maid,  to  towns  aud  Courts  a  stranger  grown, 

I  And  now  to  rural  swains  almost  unknown,  I 

I  Whose  company  was  once  their  prudent  choice ;  1 

I  Who  once,  delighted,  lislen'd  to  her  voice;  '    | 

m  When  in  their  hearts  the  gentler  passion  strove, 

^  And  Constancy  went  hand  in  hand  with  Love : 

■  Sweet  Truth,  who  steals  through  lonely  shades  along,      I 
I  And  mingles  with  the  Turtle's  note  her  song; 

While  Falsehood,  raised  by  sycophantic  tricks;  I 

[  Unblushing,  flaunts  it  in  a  coach  and  six  ; — 

■  Conscience,    who  bid'st  our  Moimrch,    from  the 
P  Nation 

Send  Sons  to  Gottingen  for  education ; 
Since  helpless  Cam  and  Isis,  lost  to  knowledge, 
Are  idiots  to  this  Hanoverian  College, 
Where  simple  Science  beams  with  orient  ray; 
The  great,  the  glorious,  Athens  of  the  day : 
So  says  the  Ruler  of  us  English  fools,  I 

I  Who  cannot  judge  like  him  of  Wisdom's  Schools. 

L  Dear  Attic  Gottingen,  to  thee  I  bow,                          ' 

I  Of  knowledge  O  most  wonderful  Milch-cow  ! 

I  From  whom  huge  pails  the  Royal  Boys  shall  bring, 

I  And  give,  we  hope,  a  Utile  to  the  King.                           | 

Hk M 


•24  THE  LOUSIAD: 

Througli  thee,  besidi-s  tlie  Knowledge  they  may  reap, ; 
The  Lads  sliall  get  Uieir  Board  aud  Lodging  che(^,  ' . 
And  learn,  like  their  good  Parents,  to  subsist  ■' 

JVilliin  the  limits  of  the  Civil  List ; 
Who  seldom  bid  a  Minister  implore 
A  lit tk farther  pittance  for  tiie  ^oor. — 

Conscience,  who,  to  the  wonder  of  his  Sire, 
Badest  from  his  wonted  State  a  Prince  retire. 
And,  like  a  Subject,  humbly  seek  the  shade. 
That  not  a  Tradesman  might  remain  unpaid  : 
An  action  that  the  soul  of  Envy  stings  ; 
A  deed  uumention'd  in  the  Book  of  Kings : — 

Conscience,  who  madest  a  Monarch,  by  thy  powei^ 
Send  prisoner  tlie  femed  Diamond  to  the  Tower'; 
So  witchingly  that  look'd  him  in  the  face, 
And  impuiiently  sought  to  bribe  his  grace : 
Where  too  the  Cradle  and  the  Bed  shall  rest. 
That  on  the  same  damn'd  errand  left  tlie  East. 
Thus  fall  of  Gau  and  I^eai'l  the  treasonous  tribe, 
And  Beds  and  Cradles  that  would  Monarchs  bribe ! 

Conscience,  who  now  canst  like  a  Cart-horse  draw ; 
Kow,  lifeless  sinkiog,  scarcely  lift  a  Straw : 

•  Siicb  u  Ihc  atoiy  ot  i\w  IMl-  aly  nnW  ihit  Uole  inin  St.  Suariu 


So  different  arc  thy  powers  at  different  times, 

Tliou  dear  Companion  of  the  Man  of  Rliyraes, 

Thou  who  at  times  canst  like  a  Lion  roar 

For  one  poor  sixpence ;  yet,  like  North,  canst  more. 

Though  Rapine,  Murder,  try  to  ope  thine  eyes,  I 

And  raging  Hell  with  all  its  horrors  rise : 

AVhose  eye  on  petty  Frauds  can  fiercely  flame, 

Yet  wink  at  full-blown  Crimes  that  blast  a  name  :  — 

O  Conscience !  who  didst  bid  to  madness  work 
(So  great  thy  power)  the  brain  of  hapless  Yorke, 
And  madest  him  cut  from  ear  to  ear  tiis  throat, 
That  luckless  spoil'd  his  patriotic  note : 
Yet  wantedst  strei^th  to  force  from  His  hard  eye 
One  drop,  who  help'd  him  to  yon  spangled  sky ; 
Whose  damned  prayers,  fcign'd  tears,  and  tongue  of  art, 
Won  on  the  weakness  of  his  honest  heart : 
Poor  Yorke,  without  a  stone  whose  relics  lie, 
Though  Virtue  mark'd  the  Murder  with  a  sigh ! 

O  Conscience!  who  to  Clive  didst  ^ve  the  knife 
That,  desperate  plunging,  took  his  forfeit  life; 
Who,  lawless  Plunderer,  in  his  wild  career,  ' 

Whelm'd  Asia's  eye  with  woe,  and  hcait  with  fear : 
Whose  wheels  on  carnage  roll'd,  and  drench 'd  with  blood, 
From  gasping  Nature  forced  the  blushing  flood; 
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While  Havoc,  panting  with  triumphant  breath, 
Nerved  his  red  arm,  and  hail'd  the  hills  of  death.— 

And  now  to  thee,  O  lovely  Fame,  I  bend ; 
Let  all  tliy  trumpets  this  Great  Work  commend : 
Give  one  apiece  to  all  the  learn 'd  Reviews, 
And  bid  them  sound  tiie  Labours  of  the  Muse ; 
Give  to  the  Magazines  a  trumpet  each. 
And  let  the  swelling  note  to  Doomsday  reach : 
To  daily  Newspapers  a  trumpet  give  : — 
Thus  shall  my  Epic  strain  for  ever  live: 
Thus  shall  my  Book  descend  to  distant  times. 
And  rapt  Posterity  resound  my  Rhymes ; 
By  future  Beauties  shall  each  Tome  be  prest, 
And,  like  their  Lapdogs,  live  a  Parlour-guest 

Thee,  dearest  Fame,  some  Mercenaries  hail, 
Merely  to  gain  tlieir  labours  a  good  sale ; 
Or  rise  to  fair  preferment  by  thy  tongue, 
Though  deaf  as  Adders  to  thy  charms  of  song : 
Just  as  tiie  Hypocrites  say  prayers,  sing  psalms, 
Bestow  upon  the  blind  and  cripple  alms  ; 
Yield  glory  to-  the  Power  who  rules  above, 
Not  from  a  principle  of  heavenly  love, 
But,  sneaking  rascals  !  to  obtain,  when  dead, 
A  comfortable  Ixxlging  overhead, 
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When,  forced  by  age,  or  dpctors,  or  their  spouses, 
The  vagrants  quit  their  sublunary  houses. 

With  tiresome  invocation  having  done, 
At  length  our  glorious  Epic  may  go  on. — 
Lo !  Madame  Schwellenberg,  inclined  to  cram, 
Was  wondrous  busy  o'er  a  plate  of  ham : 
A  ham  that  once  adorn 'd  a  German  Pig, 
Rough  as  a  Bear,  and  as  a  Jack-ass  big ; 
In  woods  of  Westphaly  by  hunters  smitten, 
And  sent  a  present  to  the  Queen  of  Britain. 

But  ere  we  farther  march,  ye  Muses,  say 
Somewhat  of  Madame  Schwellenberg,  I  pray. 
If  ancient  Poets  mention  but  a  Horse, 
Wc  read  his  Genealogy  of  course : 
Oh  !  say,  shall  Horses  boast  the  deathless  line. 
Anil  o'er  a  Lady's  lineage  sleep  the  Nine  ? 

By  virtue  of  her  father  and  her  mother, 
This  Woman  saw  the  light  without  much  pother: 
That  is,  no  grand  Coinniotious  shook  our  earth ; 
Apollo  danced  no  Hornpipe  at  her  birth, 
To  say  to  «hat  perfection  she  was  bom, 
What  Wit,  what  Wisdom,  should  the  Nymph  adorn; 
No  Bees  around  her  Lips  in  clusters  hung, 
To  tell  tlie  future  Sweetness  of  her  Tongue ; 
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Around  her  cradle  pcrch'd  do  cooing  Dove, 

To  mark  tlie  soul  of  Innocence  and  Love ; 

No  smiling  Cupids  round  her  cradle  play'd, 

To  show  the  future  Conquests  of  the  Maid, 

AVhose  Charnis  would  make  the  jealous  Sex  her  foes, 

And  with  their  lightnings  blast  a  thousand  Beaus. 

Indeed  the  Muse  must  own,  a  trifling  Pother 

Sprung  up  betiveen  the  fatlier  and  the  mother ; 

For,  after  taking  methods  how  to  gain  her, 

They  knew  not  how  the  devil  they  should  maintain  her. 


Heavens !  what  ?  no  Prodigy  attend  her  birth 
Who  awes  the  greatest  Palace  upon  earth  ? 
Yes:  a  Black  Cat  around  ttie  Bantlmg  squall'd, 
Join'd  its  young  cries,  and  all  tlie  house  appall'd ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  sprung  with  visage  wild, 
And  made  a  bold  attempt  to  kiss  the  Child  ; 
Bats  pour'd  in  hideous  hosts  into  the  room. 
And,  Imp-like,  flitting,  fonn'd  a  sudden  gloom; 
Then  to  the  cradle  rush'd  the  darkening  throng, 
And,  raptured,  shriek'd  congratulating  song ; 
Which  song,  in  concert  n  itii  the  squalls  of  Puss, 
Seem'd,  in  plain  German,  "  TTiou  art  one  ofus.^ 
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In  Strelitz  fin t  tbb  Dame  the  light  espied, 
Boru  to  a  good  infierUance — of  prtik; 
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For,  liowe'er  paradoxical  it  be, 

Pride  pigs  witli  people  of  a  low  de^ec, 

As  well  as  with  your  folks  of  fortune  struts : 

Like  Rats,  that  live  in  palaces  or  huts; 

Or  Bugs,  an  animal  of  pompous  gait, 

Tiiat  dwell  in  beds  of  straw  or  beds  of  state  ; 

Or  Monkeys  vile,  whose  tootli  inglorious  grapples 

Now  with  ananas,  now  with  rotten  apples. 

Hail,  Proteus  Pride,  whose  various  powers  of  throat 

Can  swell  tlie  Trumpet's  loud  and  saucy  note  ; 

And,  if  a  meaner  air  can  serve  thy  turn, 

In  panting,  quivering,  sounds  of  Jews'-harps  moum ! 

Hail,  Pride,  companion  of  tlie  great  and  little ; 

So  abject,  who  canst  lick  a  patron's  spittle; 

Whine  like  a  sneaking  Puppy  at  his  door, 

And  turn  the  hind  part  of  thy  wig  before ; 

Nay,  if  he  orders,  turn  it  inside  out. 

And  wear  it,  Merry-Andrew  like,  about; 

Heed  not  the  grinning  V*orId  a  single  rush,  *^  ' 

But  bear  its  pointed  scorn  without  a  blush.  /. 

Yet  fiiin  wouldst  tliou  the  crouching  World  bestride, 

Just  like  the  Rhodian  Bully  o'er  the  tide; 

The  brazen  Wonder  of  the  World  of  yore, 

That  proudly  stretch'd  liis  legs  from  ihore  to  shore. 
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And  saw  of  Greece  the  loftiest  navy  travel, 
In  dread  submission,  underneath  his  navel. 

So  much  for  Pride;  great,  little,  humble,  vain: 
And  now  for  Madame  Schwellenberg  again. 

Whetlier  the  Nymph  could  ever  boast  a  grace, 
That  deign 'd  to  pay  a  visit  to  her  face, 
The  Muse  is  ignorant,  she  must  allow; 
Yet  knows  this  truth,  that  nol  one  sparkles  now. 
If  ever  beauties,  in  delight  excelling, 
Chann'd  on  her  cheek,  they  long  have  left  their  dwellbg. 
This  Nymph  a  Mantua-maker  was,  I  ween, 
And  prized  for  cheapness  by  our  saving  Queen, 
Who  (where's  the  mighty  harm  of  loving  money  r) 
Brought  her  to  this  fair  l^and  of  Milk  and  Honey; 
And  placed  her  in  a  most  important  sphere, 
Inspectress  General  of  the  Royal  Gear. 

Soon  as  this  Woman  heard  the  Louse's  tale, 
At  once  she  tum'd,  like  Walls  of  Plaister,  pale. 
But  first  the  ham  of  Westphaly  she  gobbled, 
And  then  to  seek  the  Lord's  Anointed  hobbled ; 
Him  full  of  wratli,  like  Pcleus'  Son  of  yore, 
When  Agamemnon  took  away  his  whore, 
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In  all  tlie  bitterness  of  wrath  she  found  ; 

Tlie  Queen  and  Royal  Children  staring  round. 

'*  O  Swelly  ! "  thus  the  madden "d  Monarch  roar'd, 

While  wild  impatience  winged  each  rapid  word ; 

For,  lo !  the  solemn  march  of  graceful  speech. 

The  King  long  since  tmd  bid  to  kiss  his  breech : 

The  broken  language  that  his  mouth  affords 

Are  Heads  and  Tails,  and  Legs  and  Wings,  of  Words ; 

That  give  Imagination's  laughing  eye 

A  lively  picture  of  a  Giblet-pie. 

"  O  Swelly,  Swelly!"  cried  the  furious  King, 
"  Wliat,  what,  a  dirty,  filthy,  nasty  thing ! 
That  thus  you  come  to  ease  my  angry  mind, 
Indeed  is  very,  very,  very  kind. 
Whats  your  opinion,  hie  ?"  the  Monarch  raved  : 
"  Yes,  yes,  the  Cooks  shall  every  one  be  shaved. 
What,  what?  ha?,  h^?  now  tell  me,  Swelly,  pray, 
Shan't  I  be  right  in't  ?  What,  what,  Swelly  ?  hie  ? 
Yes,  yes,  I'm  sure  on't,  by  the  Louse's  looks, 
That  he  belong'd  to  some  one  of  the  Cooks. 
Speak,  Swelly ;  shan't  we  shave  each  filthy  jowl? 
Yes,  yes,  and  tliat  we  will,  upon  my  soul." 

To  whom  the  Dame,  with  elevated  chin, 
Wide-staring  eyes,  and  broad  contemptuous  grin : 
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"  Yes,  sure  as  dat  my  soul  is  to  be  saved, 
So  sure  de  dirty  rascals  sal  be  shaved  : 
Shaved  to  de  quick  be  every  modcr's  son. 
And  curse  me  if  I  do  not  see  it  done  : 
De  Barbers  soon  der  nasty  Locks  sal  fall  on, 
Nor  leave  one  standing  for  a  Louse  to  crawl  on. 
If  on  der  bcuUs  de  razor  do  not  sbine, 
May  gowns  and  petticoats  no  more  be  mine ; 
Curl,  club,  and  pigtail,  ail  sal  go  to  pot. 
For  sush  cursed  nastincss,  or  I'll  be  rot : 
Or  else  to  Strelitz  let  me  quickly  fiy, 
Dat  dunghill,  dat  poor  pighouse  to  de  eye; 
Where  from  his  ohti  mock  trone  de  Prince  so  great 
Can  jomp  into  another  Prince  estate. 
Yes,  by  de  God  dat  made  dis  eart  and  jne. 
No  single  lousy  rascal  sal  go  free." — 

Reader,  thou  raisest  both  thy  marvelling  eyes. 
In  all  the  staring  wildness  of  surprise, 
As  if  the  Poet  did  not  truth  revere;  . 

And  fanciest  gentlewojuen  could  not  swear. 
Go,  fool,  and  seek  the  Ladies  of  the  Mud, 
Queens  of  the  Lakes,  or  Damsels  of  tlie  Flood, 
Nymphs,  Nereids,  or  what  vulgar  tongues  call  Drabs, 
■  Who  vend  at  Billingsgate  their  sprats  and  crabs ;     ^^M 
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Tell  them  their  fish  all  stink,  and  thou  wilt  hear    "rtW 

Whether  fine  gentlewomen  ever  swear.  "'- 

Nay,  visit  many  of  our  courtly  Dames, 

When  wrath  their  dovelike  gentleness  inflames  : 

Lo  1  thou  shalt  find,  by  many  a  naughty  word, 

They  use  small  ceremony  with  the  Lord ; 

In  spite  of  all  that  godly  books  contain, 

That  teach  them  not  to  take  liis  name  in  vain. 

"  Thanks,  Swelly,  thanks,  tlianks,  thanks,"  the  King 
replied ; 
"  Like  me,  you  have  not  got  a  grain  of  pride. 
Yes,  yes,  if  I  am  master  of  this  house, 
Yes,  yes,  the  Locks  shall  fall,  and  then  ttie  Louse.'' 

He  spoke ;  and,  to  confirm  the  dreadful  doom, 
His  head  he  shook,  that  shook,  the  dining-room. 
Thus  Jove,  of  old,  the  dread,  the  thundering  God, 
Shook,  when  he  swore,  Olympus  with  his  nod. 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  King;  "yes,  yes,  their  Curls  shall 
quake: 
But  tell  me  where,  where,  where's  Sir  Francis  Drake?" 

O  Reader !  think  not  'twas  that  Drake,  Sir  Francis, 
Whose  wondrous  actions  seem  almost  romances ; 


Ml  THE  LOUSIAD: 

Who  shone  in  sense  profound,  and  bloodiest  wars. 

And  raised  the  Nation's  glory  to  the  stars ; 

Who  first  in  triumph  sailed  around  the  World,  '^i 

And  vengeance  on  the  foes  of  Britain  hurl'd : —  ^| 

But  he  who  sculks  around  the  Royal  Kitchen, 

Which  if  he  catch  a  neighbour's  dog  or  bitch  in. 

Lets  fly,  to  strike  the  four-legg'd  mumper  dead, 

A  poker,  or  a  cleaver,  at  his  head. 

Not  that  Sir  Francis  Drake  who,  god-like,  bore 

Fair  Freedom,  Science,  to  the  Atlantic  shore ; 

To  Pagans  gave  the  Gospels  saving  grace. 

And  planted  virtue  'midst  a  barbarous  race ; 

Spread  on  the  darken'd  realms  the  blaze  of  light  :- 

But  he  who  sees  tlie  spoons  and  plates  are  bright; 

Sees  that  the  Knives  before  the  King  and  Queen 

Are,  like  the  pair  of  Royal  Stomachs,  keen. 

Not  he,  whose  martial  frown  whole  Kingdoms  shook,-* 

But  he  whose  louring  visage  shakes  a  Cook. 

Not  he  who  poured  on  Mexico  his  tars : — 

But  he,  at  London,  who  with  Utien  wars, 

Napkins  and  damask  table-clotlis  assails 

With  scissors,  razors,  knives,  and  teeth,  and  nails; 

Who  dares  with  doyleys  desperate  war  to  wage, 

Such  is  his  province  and  domestic  rage, 


If.  like  his  predecessors,  he  hath  grace, 
And  calls  his  conquests,  perquisites  of  place*. 
Twas  not  tliat  Drake  who  bade  his  daring  crew 
Run  witii  tlieir  bayonets  the  Spaniards  through; — ■ 
But  that  important  Drake,  in  office  big. 
Instructing  Cooks  to  spit  a  goose  or  pig. 
Not  he  who  took  the  Spaniards  by  the  nose. 
And  prisons  iill'd  with  Britain's  graceless  foes : — 
But  he  who  bids  the  Geese,  his  prisoners,  die, 
And  stuffs  their  legs  and  gizzards  in  a  pie ; 
He  who,  three  times  a  week,  a  Green-cloth  Lord, 
Sits,  wisdom-fraught,  at  that  important  Board 
With  wise  compeers,  in  Judge-like  order  studying 
Whether  the  King  shall  have  a  tart  or  pudding. 
Not  he,  by  virtues  to  the  world  endeared, 
By  foes  respected  and  by  friends  revered ; 
Prompt  to  relieve  the  supplicating  sigh, 
Who  never  dash'd  witli  tears  the  asking  eye ; 
But  waked  of  joy  the  long-departed  beam, 
Deep  sunk  in  sorrow's  unremitting  stream  : — 
But  he,  «iih  greatness  at  eternal  strife, 
Who  never  gave  a  sixpence  in  his  life ; 

*  It  WH  ■  commao  practice,  in  tlie  lut  ind  premliiig  T«ign>,  to  tcsr  and  cut 
the  Royal  lineo  priTstelyi  wtiidi,  on  accDnntoT  the  teeth,  knife,  luiil.  or  kjmu 
wooailn,  were  iieier  ninte  aicd,  but  trcot  at  pcrqnintci  to  Treuuren  ooi) 
Hasten  of  ihe  Hoiuehuld. 
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Who,  if  he  ever  ask'd  a  friend  to  dine, 
Requested  favours  that  outweigh 'd  his  wine; 
From  lane  to  iaiie  who  steals  with  wary  feet, 
Just  like  the  cautious  llarc  that  seeks  his  seat: 
Who,  though  a  City*  near  him  rears  her  head. 
And  wealthy  Villages  around  him  spread. 
No  friend,  no  neighbour,  near  his  mansion  found ; 
lake  Cain,  he  walks  in  solitude  around. 
Twas  this  Sir  Francis,  quite  a  diftercnt  man 
From  him  who  round  the  ^Vorld  with  glory  ran : 
Forbid  it  Heaven  that  e'er  llie  Muse  unti'ue 
Should  give  to  any  man  another's  due. 

Muse,  leave  we  now  the  Monarch,  vengeance  brewing 
To  take  a  peep  at  what  the  Cooks  were  dohig. 


k 


In  that  snug  room  f.  the  scene  of  shrewd  remark. 
Whose  window  stares  upon  the  sauntering  Park; 
Where  many  a  hungry  Bard,  aud  gambling  sinner, 
In  chop-fall'n  sadness,  counts  the  trees  for  dinner ; 
tn  that  snug  room  where  any  man  of  spunk 
Would  find  it  a  hard  matter  to  get  drunkj; 

•  Exeter. 

t  Tbe  Larder. 

I  Thi*  will  be  JtoiDFj  ttnug«  Ly  ny  cauotry  Rtaden,  bil  it  ii 
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Where  coy  Tokay  ne'er  feels  a  Cook's  embraces, 
Nor  Port  nor  Claret  show  their  rosy  faces ; 
But  where  old  Adam's  Beverajje  flows  with  pride, 
From  wide-mouth'd  pitchers,  in  a  plenteous  tide ; 
Where  veal,  pork,  mutton,  beef,  and  fowl,  and  fish, 
All  club  their  joints  to  make  one  handsome  dish; 
Where  Stew  pan-covers  serve  for  Plates,  I  ween, 
And  knives  and  forks  and  spoons  are  never  seen ; 
Where  pepper  issues  from  a  paper  bag, 
And  for  a  Cruet  stands  a  Brandy-cag ; 
Where  Madame  Schwellenberg,  too,  often  sits. 
Like  some  old  Tabby  in  her  mous-ing-fits, 
Demurely  squinting  with  majestic  mien. 
To  catch  some  fault  to  carry  to  the  Queen ; — 
In  that  snug  room,  like  those  immortal  Greeks 
Of  whom,  in  book  the  thirteenth,  Ovid  speaks; 
Around  the  table,  all  with  sulky  looks. 
Like  Culprits  doom'd  to  Tyburn,  sat  the  Cooks. 
At  length,  with  phiz  that  showed  tlie  Man  of  Woes, 
The  sorrowing  King  of  Spits  and  Stewpans  rose; 
Like  Paul  at  Athens,  veryjustly  sainted. 
And  by  the  charming  brush  of  Raphael  painted, 
■  With  out-stretch'd  hands,  and  energetic  grace, 

fc  He  fearless  thus  harangues  tlie  rootling  races 
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While 


»  rouod,  ill  mute  attention, 
The  poor  Ibrlovu  Dbciples  of  die  Spit : 
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"  Cooks,  ScuHions,  hear  me  every  inotlier's  son  : 
Know  tliat  I  relish  not  this  Royal  fun ; 
George  tliinks  us  scarcely  fit  ('tis  very  clear) 
To  carry  guts,  my  Brethren,  to  a  bear." — 
"  Guts  to  a  bear  1"  the  Cooks  up-springing  cried. 
"  Guts  to  a  bear,"  the  Major  loud  replied, 
"  Guts  to  the  devil!"  loud  roared  the  Cooks  again, 
And  tosa'd  their  noses  high  in  proud  disdain : 
The  plain  translation  of  whose  pointed  noses 
The  Reader  ncedcth  not,  the  Bard  supposes  ; 
If  for  the  reason  some  dull  Reader  looks, 
Tis  this:  "  Whatever  Kings  may  tlaink  of  Cooks, 
Howe'er  Crown'd  Heads  may  deem  them  low- 
things, 
Cooks  are  possess'd  of  souls  as  well  as  Kin^s." 
Yet  are  there  some  who  think  (but  what  a  shame!) 
[  Poor  people  s  Souls  like  Pence  of  Birmingham, 

I  Adulterated  brass,  base  stuff,  abhorr'd, 

1  That  never  can  pass  current  « ilh  tiie  Lord  ; 

I  And  thmk,  because  of  weoltli  they  boast  a  store, 

I  With  every  freedom  they  may  treat  tlw^r- 


Witness  the  Story  that  my  Muse  with  tears 
Relates,  O  Reader,  to  thy  shrinking  ears  : — 

With  feeble  voice,  and  deep  desponding  sighs, 
With  sallow  cheek,  and  pity-asking  eyes, 
A  Wretch,  by  age  and  poverty  decayed, 
For  farthings  lately  to  a  Nabob  prayed.  ^HH 

The  Nabob,  Turkey-like,  began  to  swell,  ^^| 

And  damned  the  Beggar  to  the  pit  of  Hell. 
"  Oh!  Sir,"  the  Supplicant  was  heard  to  cry, 
The  tear  of  misery  trickling  from  his  eye, 
"  Though  I'm  in  rags,  and  wondrous,  wondrous  poor, 
And  you  with  gold  and  silver  cover'd  o'er, 
There  won't  in  Heaven  such  difference  take  place, 
When  we  before  the  Lord  come  face  to  face." — 
"  Vou  face  to  face  with  me.'"  the  Nabob  cried, 
I  In  all  the  insolence  of  upstart  pride ; 

i  "  Vou  face  to  face  with  me,  you  dog,  appear! 

I  Damme,  I'll  kick  you  if  I  catch  you  there." — 

Oh  shocking  blasphemy !  oh  horrid  speech ! 
Where  was  the  fellow  bom  ?  the  wicked  wretch ! 
So  black  an  Imp  would  pull,  I  do  suppose, 
A  Bulse  of  Diamonds  from  a  Begum's  nose ; 
I  Or  make,  like  Doulah,  careless  of  his  soul, 

I  A  new  edition  of  the  old  Black  Hole.  ^^M 
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"  What's  life,"  the  Major  said,  "  my  Brethren,  pray. 
If  force  must  snatch  our  first  delights  away  ?  ' 

Relentless  shall  the  Royal  mandate  drag 
The  Hairs  ttiat  long  have  graced  this  silken  bag; 
Hairs  to  a  Barber  scarcely  wortli  a  fig, 
Too  few  to  make  a  foretop  for  a  wig  ? 
Must  razors  vile  these  Locks,  so  scanty,  shave, 
Locks  that  I  wish  to  carry  to  my  grave ; 
Hairs,  look,  my  Lads,  so  wonderfully  thin, 
Old  Schwellenberg  hath  more  upon  her  chin.-" — 
"  Yes,  that  she  hath,"  exclaimed  a  Cook,  "  by  God. 
A  damn'd  old  German  good-for-nutliing  Toad! 
Yes,  yes,  her  mouth  with  Beard  divinely  bristles : 
Curse  mc,  I'd  rather  kiss  a  Bunch  of  Thistles. 
Oh !  were  it  but  his  Majesty's  commands 
To  give  her  gentle  jawbones  to  these  hands, 
I'd  shave  her,  like  a  punish 'd  Soldier,  dry; 
No  killing  Sow  should  make  a  sweeter  crv : 
I'd  pay  my  compliments  to  Madam's  chin ; 
I'll  answer  for't,  I'd  make  the  devil  p'm: 
The  razor  most  deliciously  should  work: 
I'd  trim  her  muzzle;  yes,  I'd  scrape  her  pork: 
I'd  leach  her,  to  some  purpose  to  liehave  ; 
And  show  the  Witch  tlie  nature  of  a  Sliavc. 
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O  woman,  woman!  wlietJier  lean  or  fat, 

In  face  an  angel,  but  in  soul  a  cat .'" — 

He  ended:  when  each  mouth,  upon  the  stretch, 

Crown 'd  with  a  loud  horse-laugh  the  classic  Speech. 

Too  soon,  alas!  Resentment  seized  the  hour, 
And  Joke  resign 'd  his  grin-provoking  power; 
Bage  dimm'd  of  mirtli  the  sudden  sunny  sky, 
And  fill'd  with  gloomy  oallis  each  scowling  eye: 
While  Grief,  returning,  took  her  turn  to  reign, 
Sunk  every  lieart,  and  saddened  every  mien ; 
Drew  from  their  giddy  heights  the  laughing  Graces. 
For  much  is  Grief  disposed  to  bring  down  faces. 


"  Son  of  the  Spit,"  the  Major  strutting  cried, 
"  I  like  tliy  spirit,  and  revere  thy  pride  : 
I'd  rather  hear  thee  tlian  a  Bishop  preach. 
For  thou  hast  made  a  very  pretty  Speech. 
Such  is  tlic  language  that  tlie  Gods  should  hear, 
And  such  should  thunder  on  the  Royal  ear. 
Yet,  Son  of  Dripping,  tliough  thou  speak 'st  my  notions, 
Wc  must  not  be  too  nimble  in  our  motions : 
A»  hile,  heroic  Brothers,  let  us  halt ; 
Soft  fires,  the  proverb  tells  us,  make  sweet  malL 
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And  yet,  again  I  bid  you  stand  like  Rocks, 
And  battle  for  tlie  honour  of  your  Locks. 
Lo  !  in  these  aged  Hairs  is  all  my  joy ; 
To  shave  themj  is  my  bei/ig  to  destroy. 


What's  life,  if  life  ha^i  not  a  b 


3  give ; 


And,  if  unhappy,  who  would  wish  to  live  ? 
Content  can  visit  the  poor  splder'd  room, 
Pleased  with  Uie  coarse  rush-mat  and  birchen  broom; 
Where  parents,  children,  feast  on  oaten  bread, 
With  Cheeks  as  round  as  Apples,  and  as  red ; 
Where  Health  with  vigour  nerves  their  backs  and  liams, 
Sweet  souls,  though  ragged  as  young  Colts  or  Rams : 
Mliere  calmly  sleep  the  parents  witli  their  darlings, 
Though  nibbled  by  the  Fleas  as  tliick  as  Starlings; 
LuU'd  to  their  rest  beneath  the  coarsest  rugs, 
And  dead  to  bitJngs  of  a  thousand  bugs. 


"  Content,  mild  Maid,  delights  in  simple  Uiings, 
And  envies  not  the  state  of  Queens  or  Kings ; 
Can  dJJic  on  sheep's  head,  or  a  dish  of  broth. 
Without  a  table  or  a  table-cloth ; 
Nor  wishes,  witli  the  foshionable  group, 
To  visit  Horton's  shop  for  turtle-soup  ; 
Can  use  a  bit  of  packthread  for  a  jack. 
And  sit  upon  a  chair  without  a  back ; 
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Nay,  wanting  knives,  can  with  her  fingers  work, 

And  use  a  wooden  skewer  for  a  fork. 

Sweet  maid,  who  thinks  not  shoes  of  leather  shocking, 

Nor  feels  the  horrors  in  a  worsted  stocking ; 

Her  temper  mild,  no  huckaback  can  shock. 

Though  for  her  lovely  limbs  it  forms  a  smock  : 

Pleased  with  the  natural  curls  her  face  that  shade. 

No  graves  arc  robb'd  for  hair  to  form  a  braid ; 

Her  breast  of  native  plumpness  ne'er  aspires 

To  swelling  merry-thoughts  of  gauze  and  wires, 

To  look  like  Crops  of  Ducks  (witli  labour  born) 

Stretch'd  by  a  superfluity  of  corn. 

With  Nature's  hips,  she  sighs  not  for  cork  rumps. 

And  scorns  tlie  pride  of  "pinching  stays  or  jumps. 

But,  pleased  from  whalebone  prisons  to  escape, 

She  trusts  to  simple  Nature  for  a  shape; 

Without  a  warming-pan  can  go  to  bed. 

And  wTap  her  petticoat  about  her  head  ; 

Nor  sigh  for  Cobweb  caps  of  Mechlin  Lace, 

That  shade  of  Quality  the  varnish'd  face. 

Sweet  Nymph,  like  Doves  she  seeks  her  straw-built  nest. 

And  in  a  pair  of  minutes  is  undrest; 

While  all  x\it  fashionable  female  clans. 

Undressing,  seem  unloading  Caravans. 
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No  matter  from  what  source  Contentment  springs, 
Tis  just  the  same  in  Cooks  as  'tis  in  Kings  ; 
And  if  our  souls  are  set  upon  our  Hair, 
Let  snip-snap  Barbers,  nay,  let  Kings  beware, 
Nor  tempt  the  dangerous  rage  of  true  John  Bulls, 
And  clap,  liiic  Fools,  tlie  edge-tool  to  our  sculls. 
Tread  on  a  \^''orm,  he  sliows  his  rage  and  pain, 
By  turning  on  tlie  wounding  toe  again. 
Nay,  even  inanimates  appear  to  feel : 
On  the  loose  Stone  if  chance  direct  your  heel, 
Lo !  from  its  womb  the  sudden  stream  ascends. 
To  prove  the  foot  was  not  among  its  friends; 
And,  calling  in  tlie  aid  of  neighbour  Mud, 
O'er  the  fair  stocking  spouts  the  sable  flood." 

So  spoke  the  Major,  with  resentment  fired : 
Spoke  like  a  man ;  indeed,  like  man  inspired.-^ 

Some  Critic  cries,  with  sharp  fastidious  look, 
"  Bard,  Bard,  this  is  not  language  for  a  Cook." — 
O  snarler !  but  I'll  lay  thee  any  wager, 
It  is  not  too  sublime  for  a  Cuok-Major. 

"  Behold  !  to  remedy  our  sad  condition," 
The  Major  cried,  "  I've  cook'd  up  a  Petition : 
This  carries  weight  with  it,  or  I'm  mistaken; 
Shall  shake  tlic  Monarch's  soul,  and  save  our  bacoi 
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Then,  jumping  on  a  barrel,  tiius  aloud 
He  read  sonorous  to  the  gaping  Crowd. 

Thus  reads  a  Parish-clerk  in  church  a  Drief, 
That  begs  for  burnt-out  wretclies  kind  relief : 
Relief,  alas  !  that  very  rarely  reaches 
The  poor  Petitioners,  the  ruin'd  wretches  ; 
But  (lost  its  way)  unfortunately  steers  .1 

To  fat  Churchwardens  and  fat  Overseers; 
Improves  each  dish,  augments  tlie  punch  aaJ  aJc, 
And  adds  new  spirit  to  the  smutty  laic. 

THE 
PETITION  OF  THE  COOKS. 

YoiiR  Majesty's  firm  Friends  and  faithful  Cooks, 
Who  in  your  Palace  merry  lived  as  Grigs, 

Have  heard,  with  heavy  hearts  and  downcast  looks, 
That  we  must  all  be  shaved,  and  put  on  Wigs:    . 

Vou,  Sire,  who  with  such  honour  wear  v""^  crown, 

Should  never  bring  on  ours  disgraces  down. 

Dread  Sir,  we  really  deem  our  Heads  our  own, 
With  every  sprig  of  Hair  that  011  them  springs : 

In  France,  where  Men  like  Spaniels  lick  the  Tlironet 
And  count  it  glory  to  be  cuff'tl  by  Kings,        '  >  J 
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T^eir  Locks  belong  unto  the  Grand  Monargue, 
Who  swallows  privileges  like  a  Shark. 

Be  pleased  to  pardon  what  we  now  advance : 

We  dare  your  sacred  Majesty  assure 
That  there's  a  d'lff'ercnce  between  m  and  France; 

And  long,  we  hope,  that  difference  will  endure. 
We  know  King  Lewis  would,  with  power  so  dread, 
Not  only  cut  the  Jutir  off,  but  the  head. 
Oh  !  tell  us,  Sir,  in  loyalty  so  true, 

M'hat  dii-e  designing  ragamuffins  said 
That  we,  your  Cooks,  are  such  a  nasty  crew, 

Great  Sir,  as  to  have  Crawlers  in  our  Head  ? 
My  Liege,  you  can't  find  one  through  all  our  house; 
Not  if  you'd  give  a  guinea  for  a  Louse. 

What  Creature  'twas  you  found  upon  your  plate 
We  know  not ;  if  a  Louse,  it  was  not  ours : 

To  shave  each  Cook's  poor  unoffending  pate, 
Beti'ays  too  much  of  arbitrary  powers  ; 

The  act  humanity  and  justice  shocks; 

Let  him  who  a:cm  the  Crawler,  lose  his  Locks. 

But  grant,  upon  your  plate  this  Louse  so  dread; 

How  can  you  say.  Sir,  it  belongs  \.q  us? 
Maggots  are  found  in  many  a  princely  head ; 

And  if  a  maggot,  why  tlien  not  a  louse  ? 
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Nay,  grant  the  fact;  with  horror  should  you  shrink? 
It  could  not  eat  yoar  Majesty,  we  think. 

Hunger,  my  Liege,  hath  oft  been  felt  by  Kings, 

As  well  as  people  of  inferior  state ; 
Quarrels  with  Cooks  are  therefore  dangerous  things ; 

We  cannot  answer  for  your  stomach's  fate  ; 
For,  by  your  size,  we  frankly  must  declare, 
You  feed  on  more  substantial  stulTthan  air. 

My  Liege,  a  universe  liath  been  your  foes  ; 

The  times  have  look'd  most  miserably  black  ; 
America  liath  tried  to  pull  your  nose; 

French,  Dutch,  and  Spaniards, /Wcrftobangyour  back: 
Twould  be  a  serious  matter,  we  can  tell  ye, 
Were  we  to  buccaneer  it  on  your  belly. 

You  see  the  spirit  of  your  Cooks  then,  Sire ; 

Determined  nobly  to  support  their  Locks: 
And  should  your  Guards  be  ordered  out  to  fire, 

Their  Guns  may  be  opposed  by  Spits  and  Crocks : 
Knives,  Forks,  and  Spoons,  may  fly,  with  Plates  a  store. 
And  all  the  Thunder  of  the  Kitchen  roar. 

Nat  Gardner,  Yeoman  of  the  Mouth,  declares 
Hell  join  tlie  standard  of  your  injured  Cooks : 

Each  Scullion,  Turnbrochc,  for  redress  prepares, 
AAd  puts  on  very  formidable  looks ; 
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Your  women  too;  imprimis  Mistress  Dyer,  ' 

Whose  Eggs  are  good  as  ever  felt  a  fire  :  ' 

Next  Sweeper-general  Bickley,  Mistress  Mary, 

WiUi  tliat  famed  Bell-ringer  called  Mistress  Loman ; 

Ann  Spencer,  Guardian  of  the  Necessary, 
That  is  to  say,  the  necessary  woman: 

All  these,  an't  please  you,  Sir,  so  tierce,  determine 

To  join  us  in  the  cause  of  Hair  and  Vermin. 

There's  Mistress  Stewart,  Mister  Richard  Day, 
Who  find  your  sacred  Majesty  in  Linen, 

Are  ready  to  support  us  in  our  fray ; 

Vou  can't  conceive  the  passion  they  have  been  in : 

They  swear,  so  much  your  scheme  of  Shaving  hurts, 

You  shan't  have  pocket-hamlkcrchicfe  or  shirts. 

The  Grocers,  Clarke  and  Taylor,  curse  the  scheme; 

And  say,  whate'er  ive  do,  the  World  won't  blame  us : 
So  Comber  says,  who  gives  you  Milk  and  Cream; 

And  tlius  your  old  friend  Mister  Lewis  Ramus. 
We  think  your  sacred  Aiajesty  would  mutter 
At  loss  of  Sugar,  Milk,  and  Cream,  and  Butter. 

Suppose,  an't  please  you,  Sir,  that  Mistress  Knutton 
And  Mistress  Maishfield,  fierce  as  Tiger-cats; — 

One.  Overseer  of  all  the  Beef  and  Mutton, 
The  other,  lady  President  of  Sprats ; — 


I. 


N 


Suppose,  in  opposition  tx)  your  wish, 

This  locks  a\ray  the  Flesh,  and  that  the  Fish? 

Suppose  John  Clarke  refuse  supplies  of  Mustard, 
So  necessary  to  your  Beef  and  Bacon? 

Will  Roberts,  all  the  Apple-pie  and  Custard? 
Your  Majesty  would  growl,  or  we're  mistaken. 

Suppose  that  Wells,  to  plague  your  stomach  studying^ 

From  Sunday,  sacrilegious,  steals  tlie  Pudding? 

Suppose  that  Rainsforth  with  our  corps  unites  ; 

We  mean  the  man  who  all  the  Tallow  handles : 
Suppose  he  locks  up  all  the  mutton  lights : 

How  could  your  Majesty  contrive  for  Candles  ? 
You'd  be  (excuse  the  freedom  of  remark), 
Like  gome  Administrations, — in  the  dark. 

We  dare  assure  you  that  our  grief  is  great ; 

And  oft  indeed  our  feelings  it  enrages, 
To  see  your  sacred  Majesty  beset 

By  such  a  graceless  gang  of  idle  Pages  : 
And,  with  submission  to  your  judgement,  Su-e, 
We  think  old  Madame  Schwellenberg  a  Ltar. 

Suppose,  great  Sir,  that  by  your  crnel  fiat 

The  Barbers  should  attack  our  humble  Head; 

And  that  we  should  not  choose  to  breed  a  riot, 
Because  we  might  not  wish  to  lose  our  bread : 
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Say,  would  tiie  triumpli  o'er  each  burmless  Cook 
Make  George  the  Third  like  Alexander  look? 

Dread  Sir,  reflect  on  Johnny  Wilkes's  fate. 
Supported  cluefly  by  a  paltry  Rabble ; 

Wilkes  bade  defiance  to  your  frowns  and  state, 
And  got  the  better  in  that  famous  squabble  : 

Poor  was  the  victory  you  wish'd  to  win, 

That  set  the  mouth  of  Europe  on  the  grin. 

O  King,  our  Wives  are  in  the  Kitchen  roaring, 

All  ready  in  rebellion  now  to  rise ; 
They  mock  our  humble  metliod  of  imploring, 

And  bid  us  guaid  against  a  xcig  surprise : 
"  Yours  is  the  Hair,"  they  cry,  "  th'  Almighty  gave 
And  not  a  King  in  Christendom  should  shave  ye." 

Lo !  on  th'  event  the  World  impatient  looks, 
And  thinks  the  joke  is  carried  much  too  far ; 

Then  pray,  Sir,  listen  to  your  faithful  Cooks, 
Nor  in  the  Palace  breed  a  Civil  War  : 

Loud  roar  our  Band  ;  and,  obstinate  as  Pigs, 

Cry,  "  I-ocks  and  Liberty,  and  damn  the  Wigs !" 
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Mlagmtm  tier  ascendo,  sed  dot  mUU  gloria  viret : 

Nimjutai  ex/acUi  Ucta  ccnmajugo.  Propertius. 

Bold  is  til*  ascent,  bat  Glory  nerves  my  powers; 
I  like  to  pick  on  precipica  6owen. 
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A  mNmw,  lutunil,  eltgioil,  and  original,  Deictiplioii  of  Nigtit  —  Moddty  of  tba 
Sura-SIumbrriDg  Sitiutiou  of  their  M^iestics,  with  a  CampUiDcnt  to  Ibdr 
Comtuicj — The  diarmiDg  Princeases  uleep— hi|^i  CorapUments  bestoved  on 
tlieni~A  prophetic  Sungestioti  ofa  Courtiliip  bEtweeo  one  of  onr  FrincesiM 
■nd  lome  grial  G«rinati  Duke  — An  Account  of  Mr.  Morpbcns,  vulgarly 
called  tbc  God  of  Sleep— hia  Civility  to  the  People,  in  givinir  them  pretty 
Dreams,  by  way  of  Compenialion  for  nhultiiig  up  llieu-  Staulhi,  F-yei,  and 
Enn,  tor  a  Doicn  or  fourteen  Hours  together— The  solemn  Amnscment*  of 
Sileoce-A  Night-Pictore  orLondoD-The  Palace,  a  Nigiil-Sceoe- T)ie  G«id- 
mu  of  certain  Court  Lords  tn  the  Maids  of  Honour—  Kind  Eutbiares  placed 
in  a  new  Ligkl,  and  vindicated- More  Account  of  the  Palacej  containing  a 
tfainty  Fly,  abimgry  Cat,  >)tBr*cd  Bull-dog,  and  froil-nippcd  Crickel>~AB 
Acconnl  of  Madame  Fatne't  Jourttey  to  the  Deu  of  Mndiune  Diicord— An 
Aceonnl  of  Madame  Disciml—  An  Inveuloty  of  Iter  Cell  —  Account  of  ber 
Excuruon.*- her  Pictures  and  Mnnc— her  sadden  Fligbl  to  Buckinglam 
House- awomcs  thcSliape  of  Madame  ScbwellrnberC'Wfaupers  liu  Mi^ty— 
ber  Spcerh  to  MajeiWy  —  M^estv't  fiat  Answer  in  his  Slicp—  Diaconl  iiiiiu 
Itl^esiy  —  takes  the  Form  of  Madame  Haggcrdom  —  and  goes  to  the  Major"* 
Bedside,  aod  whispers  Rebellion  to  lum— Her  Speech— Tbc  M^or  sits  npright 
in  his  Bed— bandies  hks  ^(g-ioif— The  Major's  most  pathetic  Curses^hit  sriuibfe 
Soliloquy  on  Wigs- liii  Attack  on  Kings  iiigauraf,  and  praiseofour  most  gi«- 
rioQS  King  n  porttfiilur— llie  Mqjor  strikes  a  Ligbt-a  ricA  Comparison— visiU 
a  Master-Cook  — Vut  Difference  between  a  BalUe  fought  in  a  Field  and  in  a 
Newspaper— The  Deiccnl  of  the  Cooks  to  the  Kitcbvn  — A  great  and  opt 
Comparison—The  Cooks  look  about  for  l>By-ligh(  with  Horr«r~'nieSituBtion 
of  their  Souls  described— jtKljr  illastraled  by  a^rrof  II  amoii's  Apptebeiuiont 
for  her  fine  Diamond  Slouiarbcr- Lord  Eglinlomi,  and  an  Old  Maid- 
tender  and  juil  Apostrophe  to  tlw  frail  Fair-onesof  the  Town- ATrnr  dropped 
nn  their  nnhlppy  Condilinn  — Tlirir  Put  taken  by  Ibe  Poet,  and,  m  >  great 
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Measure,  Tiodicated— The  Poefs  Thnnderbolt  launched  at  a  certain  greti 
limb  of  the  Law,  by  way  of  Palliation— A  short  yet  most  charming  Reflec- 
tion on  the  female  Heart,  when  in  Love— The  Poet  retains  to  the  Cooks— 
continues  to  describe  their  Dread  of  Day-Ught;  by  more  apt  Comparisons  of 
hungry  Authors- General  Conflagration— Sir  William  Chambers,  and  the 
Bishop  of  Exeter— Some  Allusion  to  his  Mi^^^Y**  Journey  to  Exeter— Extracts 
fkom  a  Manuscript  Poem  of  a  DcTonshire  Humourist,  one  John  Ploughshare— 
The  Mijor  vainly  endeavours  to  banish  his  Fears  by  whistling  and  humming  a 
Couple  of  Tunes— Ihe  Names  of  the  unsuccessfhl  Tunes. 
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CANTO  THE  THIRD. 

Night,  like  a  Widow,  in  her  Weeds  of  woe, 
Had  gravely  walked  for  hours  our  World  below  ; 
Hobgoblins,  Spectres,  in  her  train,  and  Cats; 
Owla  round  her  hooting,  mixed  with  shrieking  Bats, 
Like  wanton  Cupids  in  th'  Idalian  grove, 
That  flickering  sport  around  the  Queen  of  Love. 
Now,  like  our  Quality,  who  darkling  rise, 
Each  Star  had  oped  its  fashionable  eyes  ; 
Too  proud  to  make  appearance,  too  well-bred. 
Till  Sol,  the  vulgar  wretch,  had  gone  to  bed. 

His  wisdom  dead  to  sublunary  things, 
In  leaden  slumber  snored  the  best  of  Kings  ; 
In  slumber  lifeless,  with  seraphic  mien. 
Close  at  liis  back  too  snored  his  gentle  Queen: 
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Unlike  the  Pair  of  modem  days  ;  that  weds, 
And  in  one  fortnight  bawls  for  different  beds. 

Blest  imp,  now  Morpheus  o'er  each  Princess  stole. 
And  closed  those  radiant  eyes  that  vainly  roll : 
Eyes,  Love's  bright  Stars,  but  doomed  in  vain  to  shme; 
For,  ah!  what  Youth  shall  say,  "ThoseOrbs  are  mine?" 
Then  what  are  Eyes,  alas !  the  brightest  eyes. 
Forbid  to  languish  on  a  Lover's  sighs  ? 
The  pouting  Lip,  the  soft  luxuriant  Breast, 
If  coldly  fated  never  to  be  press'd  ? 
Ah !  vainly  those  like  dew -clad  Cherries  glow  ; 
And  this  as  vainly  vies  with  Alpine  Snow. 
The  Breath  that  gives  of  Araby  the  gales, 
The  Voice  tliat  sounds  enchantment,  what  avails? 
The  Juno  Form,  the  purple  Bloom  of  May, 
Gifts  of  the  Graces— a//  are  thrown  away. 

But  possibly  some  German  Duke  may  move, 
And  make  a  tendre  of  his  heavy  love ; 
His  wide  Dominions,  miles  perhaps  nine  or  ten; 
His  Myrmidonian  Phalanx,  fifty  men. 
But,  io  !  his  heart,  the  fount  whence  Honour  springs, 
Swell'd  with  the  richest  blood  of  ancient  Kings. 
He  comes  not  for  lijgh  birtli,  his  o"ti  before ; 
Great  Duke,  he  comes  to  woo  our  golden  ore. 
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And  add  (liow  truly  happy  Britain's  fate !) 
Another  Leech  to  suck  the  sanguine  State ; 
To  join  (composing  what  a  goodly  row  !) 
The  place-broker  old  Schwellenberg  and  Co. 


Now  Morpheus  (in  compassion  to  Mankind, 
Made,  by  his  magic,  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind) 
Amused  with  Dreams  man's  ambulating  soul, 
To  recompense  him  for  the  time  he  stole  : 
Bade  the  Beau  dance ;  his  Delia  melt  away, 
Who  boxed  his  ears  so  cruel  through  the  day ; 
Of  ancient  Damsels  eased  the  lovesick  pains, 
Brought  back  lost  charms,  and  fiU'd  their  laps  with 

Swains ; 
Gave  placid  Cuckoldom  a  constant  Dame; 
To  brainless  Authors,  bread  and  cheese  and  fame ; 
Made  drivelling  Monarchs  schemes  of  wisdom  plan, 
And  Nature's  rankest  Coward  kill  his  man; 
Gave  to  the  chap-fall'n  Courtier  wealth  and  power, 
Who  felt  no  favour  at  tlie  Levee-hour, 
Though  tip-toed,  Hawk-like,  watchful  all  the  while, 
To  seize  the  faintest  glimpse  of  Royal  smile ; 
Bade  happy  Aldermen  assume  new  airs, 
fiechained  with  all  the  splendor  of  Lord  May'rs ; 
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And  bade  them  too  (without  a  groat  to  pay) 

Iie-gohh\c  all  the  Turtle  of  tlie  day  ; 

Bade  Gloucester  tliiiik  his  might  could  match  a  Muusq 

And  Chambers  fancy  he  could  build  a  House; 

And  Lady  Mount,  th'  -Vnlipodes  of  Grace, 

'i'hink  tliat  she  does  not  Jrighten  with  lier  Face. 

Now  Silence  in  the  Country  stalk'd  the  dews, 
•  »  As  if  she  wore  a  Flannel  pair  of  Shoes ; 
Lone  listening,  as  the  Poets  well  remark, 
To  falling  Mill-streams,  and  the  Mastiff's  bark; 
To  loves  of  wide-mouthed  Cats,  most  mournful  tales ; 
To  lioot  of  Owls  amid  the  dusky  vales, 
To  hum  of  BeetlcB,  and  the  Bull-frog's  snore, 
The  Spectre's  shriek,  and  Ocean's  drowsy  roar. — 
Lull'd  was  each  street  of  London  to  repose, 
Save  where  it  echoed  to  a  Watchman's  nose ; 
Or  where  a  Watchman,  with  ear-piercing  Rattle, 
Roused  liis  brave  Brothers  from  each  box  to  battle  ; 
To  fall  upon  the  Cynthias  of  the  night, 
Sweet  Nymphs  whose  sole  Profession  is  Delight 
Thus  the  gaunt  Wolves  the  tender  Lambs  pursue, 
And  Hawks  in  blood  of  Doves  their  beaks  imbrue: 
Thus  on  the  Flies  of  evening  rush  the  Bats, 
And  Mastiffs  sally  on  tlie  ainorous  Cats. 
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Still  was  the  Palace,  save  where  now  and  then 
Tlie  tell-tale  feet  of  love-designing  men, 
Night-wandering  Lords,  soft  patting  on  the  floor, 
Of  Maids  of  Honour  sought  the  chamber-door; 
Obliging  door,  that,  opening  to  the  tap, 
Admitted  Lords  to  take  a  social  nap. 
And  chase  most  kindly  from  each  timid  Maid 
The  Ghosts  that  frightful  haunt  the  midnight  shade : 
For  very  horrid  'tis,  we  all  must  own, 
For  poor  defenceless  Nymphs  to  lie  alone ; 
Since  nights  are  often  doleful,  dark,  and  drear, 
And  raise  in  gentle  breasts  a  world  ofjear. 
Nay,  were  not  Lords  ordained  for  Ladies'  charms; 
To  guard  from  perils  dire,  and  dread  alarms? 
Yes;  and  like  lock'd-up  Gems  those  Charms  to  keep. 
Amidst  the  spectred  solitude  of  sleep. 
How  wicked  then  to  fly  in  Nature's  face. 
And  deal  danmation  on  a  kind  embrace ! — 
Pardon,  ye  grave  Divines,  this  doctrine  strange, 
Who  think  my  Moi^als  may  have  caught  the  Mange. 

Still  was  the  Palace,  save  where  some  poor  Fty, 
With  thirst  just  ready  to  drop  down  and  die, 
Buzz'd  faint  petitions  to  his  Maker's  ear, 
To  show  him  one  small  drop  of  dead  Small-beer ; 
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Save  where  the  Cat,  for  Mice  so  liungry  watching, 

Swore  the  lean  animals  were  scarce  worth  catcliing; 

Save  where  the  Dog  so  gaunt,  in  grumbliDg  tone, 

By  dreams  deluded,  mouthed  a  Mutton-bone ; 

Save  where,  with  throats  to  sounds  of  horror  straia'd,  "*  | 

Crickets  of  Coughs  and  Rheumatisms  complain'd, 

Lamenting  sore,  "  amid  a  Royal  hold. 

How  hard  that  Crickets  should  be  kill'd  by  cold!" 


Now  Fame  to  Discord's  dreary  Mansion  flew, 
To  tell  the  Beldam  more  than  all  she  knew. 
Who,  at  the  Devil's  table,  for  her  work, 
For  ever  welcome  finds  a  knife  and  fork  : 
Discord,  a  sleepless  hag  who  never  dies, 
With  Snipe-like  nose,  and  Ferret-glowing  eyes. 
Lean  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin  with  beard  supplied, 
Poor  crackling  joints,  and  witlier'd  parchment  liide, 
As  if  old  Drums,  worn  out  with  martial  din. 
Had  clubb'd  their  yellow  Heads  to  form  her  Skin ; 
Discord,  who,  pleased  a  universe  to  sway. 
Is  never  half  so  blest  as  in  a  fray  ; 
Discord,  to  deeds  indeed  most  daring  given. 
Who  bade  vile  Satan  raise  a  dust  in  Heaven, 
Stirr'd  up  tlie  sweetest  Angels  to  rebel, 
And  sunk  the  fairest  Forms  to  darkest  Hell ; 


Bade,  by  her  din,  the  humblest  Spirits  rise, 
Bold  to  dethrone  the  Monarch  of  tlie  Skies ; 
For  which  they  vtry  properly  were  sent, 
Unhappy  legions!  into  banishment; 
Doomed,  for  such  most  abominable  sinning, 
To  broil  on  charcoal,  with  eternal  grinning. 

Discord,  who  «'hisper'd  to  tlie  jealous  Cain, 
"  Go  crack  thy  Brothers  box  that  holds  his  brain;" 
Which  Cain  perform 'd,  in  godliness  unstable. 
That  foe  to  piety  and  Brother  Abel : 
Discord,  who  haunts  poor  Gloucester's  maudlin  Dame, 
And  makes  her  Duke  of  Wisdom  cry  out  "  Shame  !" 
Who,  after  dinner,  for  her  Honours  screams, 
And  grasps  a  British  Crown  in  drunken  dreams  ;    . . 
Tlien  roars  as  though  (what  richly  she  deserves) 
The  Duke  had  clapp'd  a  Broomstick  to  her  nerves. 


Discord,  who  also  often  doth  profane 
The  goodly  streets  and  courts  of  Drury-lane  ; 
WhereBawd  meets  Bawdjblaspheming,  swearing,  drunk, 
Pimp  knocks  down  Pimp,  and  Punk  abuses  Punk ; 
Discord,  delighting  in  tlie  wordy  war, 
,  The  Pillar  of  the  Seoate  and  the  Bar : 
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Discoid,  who  makea  a  King  delight  in  Ode, 
Slight  Square  of  Hanover*  for  Tottenham  Road  ; 
Where,  with  the  taste  sublime  of  Goth  and  Vandal, 
lie  orders  the  worst  Works  of  heavy  Handel ; 
Encores  himself  till  all  the  Audience  gapcf, 
And  suffers  not  a  quaver  to  escape  : 
I'Jiscord,  all  eye,  ail  mouth,  all  ear,  all  nose. 
For  ever  warring  with  a  World's  repose. 

\Vhcn  Fame  anived,  tlie  Shaving-tale  to  tell, 
Pleased  was  the  red-eyed  Fury  in  her  Cell, 
Where  Scorpions  crawi'd,  where  screech'd  that  noisy 

fowl 
Known  in  Great  Britain  by  the  name  of  Owl; 
Bats  shriek'd,  and  Grilla-talpas  join'd  the  sound, 
Cats  sqaall'd,  Pigs  whined,  and  Adders  hiss'd  around. 

Close  to  the  restless  wave  her  Mansion  lay, 
Receding  from  the  beam  of  cheerful  day  : 
Hence  on  black  wing  the  Hag  was  wont  to  roam, 
And  join  the  Witches  'mid  the  stormy  gloom ; 


*  Gallni'i  Roomi  are 
ProfeuMuol  Cuoceit. 


>  Ilia  ^tquue,  D  wluck  it  perfumed  Uk  tplebmed 
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Howl  with  delight  amid  the  Thunder's  roar  ; 
Hang  o'er  the  Wrecks  that  crowd  the  billowy  shore; 
See,  'midst  each  flash,  the  heads  of  Seamen  rise, 
And  drink  with  greedy  ears  their  drowning  cries. 

Around  her  dwelling  various  Portraits  hung, 
Of  those  whose  noisy  names  in  history  rung. 
Here,  with  spread  arms,  whom  Grace  and  Fury  fill, 
Thundering  damnation,  stared  Stentorian  Hill : 
There  curs'd,  Sir  Joseph  BankSj  in  quest  of  fame, 
At  finding  Fleas  and  Lobsters  not  the  same. 
Here,  a  prime  favourite  of  a  sainted  band, 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  torches  in  his  hand. 
Lord  George  by  mobs  huzza'd,  and,  what  is  odd, 
Burnhg  poor  Papists  for  tiie  Itjve  of  God  ; 
Pleased  as  old  Nero  on  each  falling  dome, 
Sublimely  fiddling  to  the  flames  of  Home. 
There,  in  respect  to  Kings  not  over-nic€. 
That  Revolution-sinner,  Doctor  Price  : 
Whose  Labours,  in  a  most  uncourtly  style. 
Win  not,  like  geittle  Burke's,  the  Royal  smile  ; 
Gain  not  from  good  Divines  both  praise  and  thanks. 
Called  by  the  wicked  "Gospel  Mountebanks, 
Mere  quack  Pretenders,  from  their  loity  station 
Puffing  off  idle  nvstiums  of  salvatrcm  ; 
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Who,  where  the  milk  and  honey  flows,  resort, 

Like  Rooks  in  Corn-fields,  blackening  all  the  Court." 

Here,  leading  all  her  Bears  so  savage  forth, 

Wild  raged  the  Amazonian  of  the  North, 

With  Ruin  leagued,  t'  attack  the  Turkish  hive, 

And  leave  not  half  a  Mussulman  alive. 

There  storm'd  a  J^xc//,  far  and  near  renown'd 

For  sn>eetness,  meekness,  piety  profound ; 

Her  Sons  abusing  (in  abuses  old), 

With  all  the  fury  of  a  German  Scold. 

These,  with  some  scores,  were  seen,  of  equal  fame. 

Thanks  to  a  lonely  taper's  livid  flame. 


The  form  of  Madame  Schwelleiiberg  she  took. 
Her  broken  English,  garb,  and  Sin-like  look ; 
Then  sought  the  Palace  and  the  Royal  ear. 
And  whisper'd  thus :  "  Mine  God,  Ser,  nebber  fe 
Oh,  please  your  Majesty,  you  ver  ver  right : 
Shave  all  de  rascal,  if  but  out  of  spite. 
Lord !  Lord  !  how  vill  a  mighty  Monarch  look, 
Not  able,  O  mine  God,  for  shave  a  Cook  ? 
T>at  like  a  King,  I  say,  what  can't  do  dat  ? 
Mine  God  !  pray  haf  more  spirit  dan  a  Cat. 
Ser,  in  mine  Court  de  Prince  be  great  as  King : 
He  scorn  to  ax  one  word  about  a  ting. 


i 


Mine  God !  de  Cook  muss  nebber  dare  make  groan ; 
Nor  dare  to  tell  a  Prince,  der  soul  der  own  : 
Tis  de  dam  Englis  only  dat  can  say, 
'  Boh !  fig  for  King  !  by  God,  I'll  haf  mv  way.' 

"  I  haf  see  Court  enough,  a  Prince  and  Dook, 
But  nebber  wish  on  sush  as  djs  to  look. 
I  say  ver  often  to  myself :  '  Goode  God  ! 
I  nebber  visH  a  Crown  mine  head  for  load. 
I  do  not  vish  myself  more  greater  efils : 
A  King  of  Englis  be  a  King  of  Defils.' 
To  punishment  de  lousy  rascal  bring, 
And  show  dem  all  vat  'tis  for  be  a  King. 
America  haf  cover  us  vid  shame ; 
Jack  Wilkes  too  be  a  dam,  dam  uglish  name; 
And  sal  de  paltry  Cook  be  conqueror  too  ? 
No,  God  forbid !  as  dat  vill  nebber  do. 
De  Hair  muss  fall  before  your  Royal  eye: 
Tis  someting,  fegs!  to  triumph  'pon  poor  Fly." 


Pleased  with  her  voice,  the  King  of  Nations  srail'd. 
For  Power  with  Monarchs  is  a  favourite  child. 
"  What !  what !  not  shave  'em,  shave  'em,  shave  'em, 

shave  'em  ? 
Not  all  tJie  World,  not  all  the  World,  shall  save  'em. 


L. 
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I'll  shear  em,  shear  'em,  as  I  sliear  my  Sheep." — 
Thus  spoke  the  mighty  Monarch  io  his  sleep : 
Which  proves  that  Kings  in  sleep  a  Speech  may  make, 
Equal  to  what  tliey  utter  broad  awake. 


Charm'd  witli  tlie  mischief,  full  on  Fancy's  view, 
Quick  to  the  Major's  room  the  Tury  flew ; 
Put  off  the  form  of  SciiwcUenberg,  aiid  took 
Of  Madame  Haggerdorn  tlie  milder  look  : 
A  woman  in  whose  soul  no  guile  is  seen. 
The  Mistress  of  the  Robes  to  our  good  Queen ; 
A  Queen  who  really  lias  not  got  lier  peer ; 
A  Queen  to  this  our  Kingdom  wondrous  dear  ; 
Which  shows,  however  folks  are  apt  to  sport. 
That  all  the  Vii'tues  may  be  foimd  at  Court. 
Now  in  tlie  Major's  ear  the  Beldam  said  : 
"  Yan  Dixon,  Yan,  yoo  must  not,  man,  be  fraid. 
I  like  mush  your  Peteeshon  to  de  Kbg : 
Though  George  will  swear  'tis  tlam,  dao]  saucy  ting; 
And  swear,  dat,  as  his  soul  is  to  be  save, 
Dat  ebbry  vtwi  of  you  sal  all  be  shave. 
Yan  Dixon,  rader  your  dear  Life  lay  down. 
Dan  be  de  Laugh  (mine  Gote!)  of  all  de  Town. 
De  ver,  ver  liltel  Boy  and  Girl  you  laeet, 
\'ill  point  aud  laugh  and  hoot  you  trow  d«  street 


De  same  (miae  Gote!)  vill  Chimney-sweep  behave, 
And  cry,  '  Dere  go  de  Blockhead  dut  vas  shave :' 
'  Dere  go  von  poor  shave  fellow  ! "  cry  de  Trull, 
'  Because  he  had  de  Louse  upon  his  scull.' 
I  know  he  say,  dat  you  sal  lose  your  I^ck, 
Before  to-morrow  mornin  twalfe  o'clock. 
I  link  dere  may  be  battel :  nebber  mind  ; 
I  hope  dat  Godamighty  will  be  kind. 
What  if  de  King  make  noise  about  de  house, 
For  noting  but  his  dam  confounded  Louse? 
He  be  but  von,  you  know ;  an  den  for  you. 
Mine  Gote!  Yan  Dixon,  you  i?, fifty-two : 
Tink,  Yan,  fiow  George  vas  frighten  fay  de  Mob, 
When  Lord  George  Gordon  make  dat  burnin  job. 
Mine  Gote,  Yan,  mind  me,  rader  lose  dy  Place, 
Dan  sutler  such  dam  nasty  dam  Disgrace. 
I  tell  you  true  indeed,  ver  true,  dear  Yan, 
His  Majesty  be  ver  goot  sort  of  man ; 
But  ver  ver  like  indeed  as  oder  men, 
Dat  is,  a  leetel  stubborn  now  an  den. 


*'  Tink,  Yan,  of  dat  vev  ugly  ting,  a  Wig, 
For  pot-boy  and  de  pot-girl  run  der  rig. 
Boh!  filty  ting,  enough  de  deiiil  for  scare; 
An  made  perhap  of  dismal  dead  man's  hair: 
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I  sal  not  wonders  if,  dy  soul  for  shock,  '■ 

A  Ghost  come  seize  upon  dec  stolen  Lock : 

No,  fegs !  nor  wonders  if  dey  come  an  pull 

De  Vig  vid  mush  mush  fury  from  dy  scull. 

Pen  soni  poor  Strumpet  head  perhap  dat  grow'd, 

Dat  die  of  dam  disorder,  nasty  Toad  ! " 

Thus  saying,  lo!  tlie  Fury  made  retreat. 
And  left  the  Lord  of  Saucepans  in  a  sweat. 
Just  like  King  Richard  in  his  tent,  John  rear'd. 
And  verily  a  Man  of  Woes  appear'd. 
Now  handling  his  small  Pig-tail,  "  Now  you're  here," 
Exclaim 'd  the  Major ;  "  but  not  Icmg,  I  fear  : 
Perhaps  some  good  may  follow  this  same  dream, 
And  resolution  mar  this  Shaving-scheme. 
Curs'd  be  the  Louse  that  so  much  mischief  bred, 
And  yields  to  Barber's  Boys  the  harmless  Head  : 
Curs'd  be  the  Razor-maker;  curs'd  the  prig 
Who  thought  upon  that  greasy  thing,  a  Wig. 
Sure,  'tnas  some  mangy  Beast,  some  scabby  Rogue, 
Who  brought  a  thing  so  filthy  into  vogue- 
Had  Nature  meant  the  scarecrow  to  be  worn, 
Infanta  with  Wigs  had  certainly  been  dorm 
But,  lo !  with  little  Hair,  and  that  oncurl'd, 
But  not  witli  Wigs,  they  come  into  the  World. 
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What  shame,  that  Sheep,  that  Horses,  Cows,  and  Bulls, 
Should  dub  their  Tails,  to  furnish  Christian  sculls  ! 
But  what  a  sacrilegious  shame,  the  dead 
Can't  keep,  poor  souls,  their  Locks  upon  their  head  ! 
What  shame  the  Spectres,  in  the  midnight  air, 
Should  wander,  screaming  for  their  plunder'd  Hair! 
Curs'd  be  the  Shaving-plan,  I  say  again, 
Although  tlie  bantling  of  a  Royal  brain  !  " 

Thus  curs'd  the  Major  to  Night's  listening  ear, 
Enough  to  turn  a  Christian  pale  to  hear : 
Thus,  heedless  of  hereafter,  for  a  pin 
Will  Men  and  Women  run  their  souls  in  sin. 
Now  paus'd  the  Major,  with  a  thoughtful  air ; 
And  now  soliloquied  with  solenm  stare : 
"  Drunk  with  dominion,  gorged  with  vicious  thoughts, 
With  folly  teeming,  dozed  by  flattery's  draughts, 
Taught  to  admire  their  very  maudlin  dreams, 
And  think  their  brains'dull  mudpools  Wisdom's  streams, 
Too  many  a  Monarch  lives,  but,  lo!  not  ours; 
A  King  who  Wisdom's  very  self  devours; 
Snaps  at  arts,  sciences,  where'er  they  rise. 
With  all  the  fire  of  Boys  at  Butterflies. 
Such  cannot,  surely,  own  a  little  heart ; 
Therefore  our  Locks  and  we  may  never  part." 
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Now,  from  a  stool,  a  tinder-box  he  took, 
And  fiercely  with  the  stone  the  steel  he  struck ; 
And,  after  many  unsuccessful  shocks, 
TUe  sparks  inflamed  the  tinder  in  the  box ; 
Which,  by  a  match  which  John  did  sagely  handle^ 
Gate  sudden  lustre  to  a  farthing  candle. 
Thus,  if  small  things  with  great  we  may  compare, 
We  see  hard  Pedagogues,  with  furious  air. 
Strike  with  the  fist,  and  often  with  a  stick, 
Light  through  a  Scholar's  scull  ten  inches  thick. 

Now,  full  illuminated,  Dixon  stole 
Where  lay  a  Master-cook  within  his  hole : 
From  whence,  to  all  th'  inferior  Cooks  they  went, 
Inclined  to  Opposition's  big  intent ; 
But  not  so  fierce,  alas !  for  Opposition, 
As  in  the  threatening  bullying  Petition  ; 
For  men  (it  is  reported)  dash  and  vapour 
Less  on  the  field  of  battle,  than  on  paper. 
Thus,  in  the  history  of  each  dire  campaign, 
More  carnage  loads  the  Newspaper  than  Plain. 

And  now,  the  Cooks  and  Scullions  left  each  nest ; 
And  now,  behold,  they  one  and  all  were  drest. 
Lo !  sullen  to  the  Kitchen  moved  the  throng. 
Gloom  on  each  eye,  and  silence  on  each  tongue : 


CANTO  in,  setl 

Hc(w  much  like  crape-clad  Mourners  round  a  Bier ! 

But,  ah  !  impress'd  with  sorrow  more  sincere  ; 

For  oft  at  tombs  with  joy  the  bosom  burns ; 

There,  'tis  the  sable  back  alone  that  mourns.— 

Now  making,  with  a  iew  dry  chips,  a  fire, 

They  sullen  sat,  their  grief  commix'd  with  ire  ; 

Sad  ruminating  all  around  the  flame. 

Like  Harry  and  his  Band,  of  deatliless  name, 

Near  Agincourt,  expectant  of  the  day 

Big  with  the  horrors  of  a  bloody  fray ; 

A  fray  that  tlireaten'd  his  poor  little  Band, 

To  sweep  it,  just  like  Spiders,  to  that  land 

Terra  incognita  yclep'd,  which  stretches 

Afar ; — of  which,  imperfect  are  our  sketches  ; 

Since  all  who  have  surveyed  this  distant  bourn, 

So  wefcom'd,  were  not  sufTer'd  to  return. 

Thus  did  the  Cooks  expect  the  fatal  mom 

When,  Sheep-like,  every  Head  was  to  be  shorn. 


Now  to  the  whitening  East  they  cast  tlieir  sight, 
And  wish'd,  but  vainly,  an  eternal  night. 
Not  with  less  pleasure  stares  upon  the  day, 

L  Tlie  Wretch  condemn'd  hard  Nature's  Debt  to  pay ; 

I  Condemn'd  ere  noon  to  act  a  deed  abhorr'd; 

I  To  stretch,  for  Justice'  sake,  the  fatal  Cord: 


Ml 
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Not  with  !es3  pleasure  shrunk  (unknown  to  shame), 
A  meat,  drink,  snuff  and  diamond  loving  Dame, 
When  told,  that  "if  poor  Hastings  went  to  pot, 
Away  went  Pearls,  and  Jewels,  and  what  not  ? 
Tom  from  the  Stomacher  so  fine,  yet  foul, 
Which  Avarice  thirsted  for,  and  Rapine  stole." 
Not  with  less  pleasure,  in  the  vale  of  life, 
Poor  Eglintoun  beheld  a  youthftil  Wife 
(Forced,  on  a  Bed  of  Ice,  sweet  Flower,  to  bloom; 
Ah!  forced  to  shine  a  Sun-beam  on  a  Tomb), 
That  blooming  youtliful  wite,  inclined  to  stray 
With  Hamilton,  all  in  a  billing  M-ay ; 
Just  like  two  Turtles,  or  a  pair  of  Lambs, 
Or  Ewes  so  playful  witli  the  frisky  Rams. 
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Not  with  less  glee  an  Old  and  hopeless  Maid 
Surveys  the  Sun  ascending  from  the  shade; 
A  sun  that  gives  a  younger  Sister's  charms, 
So  hated,  to  a  Bridegroom's  happy  arms. 
Not  with  less  joy,  that  raging  chaste  Old  Maid 
Sees  the  frail  Fair-ones  in  the  Cyprian  trade 
Escape  the  whip  and  jail,  and  hemp  beside. 
By  means  oi gentle  Mister  Justice  Hyde. 
Sweet  wrecks  of  beauty !  though,  with  aspic  eye, 
And  glance  disdaiuftil,  Prudery  pass  tliem  by* 
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With  mincing  step,  and  squinting  cautious  dread, 

As  thougli  their  looks  alone  contagion  shed  ; 

/  view  each  pallid  Wretch  with  grief  sincere,  ' 

And  call  on  Pity  for  her  tcnderest  tear; 

See  on  their  cheeks  the  blush  of  Virtue  burn ; 

Hear  from  their  souls  the  sigh  of  Ruin  mourn  ;  i 

View,  veil'd  in  Horror's  gloom,  their  swimming  eyes. 

Beaming  with  hopeless  wishes  to  the  skies. 

Like  the  pale  Moon's  dim  solitary  form, 

Wrapp'd  in  the  darkness  of  the  midnight  Storm. 

Too  oft.  by  Treachery's  winning  smile  betray'd, 

Too  fondly  ti'usting,  falls  the  simple  Maid  : 

Too  many  a  Thurlow  walks  the  world  of  woe, 

To  foul  of  Innocence  the  sacred  snow. 

To  love,  yet  nurse  the  thought  of  villain  art, 

How  hard  a  lesson  for  the  partial  heart ! 

Too  hard  a  lesson  for  the  female  soul, 

Where  Love  no  partner  owns,  and  scorns  control. 


Not  with  less  pleasure  doth  a  Poet  look 
On  cruel  Criticism,  which  damns  his  Book, 
Or  recommends  it  to  that  peaceful  shore 
Where  Books  and  Bards  are  never  heard  of  more : — 
Than  look'd  each  man,  with  lengthen'd  boding  beard, 
On  that  sod  mom  which  doom'd  them  to  be  shear'd. 
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Not  with  less  pleasure,  likewise  let  me  say, 

A  hungry  Autiior  sees  his  dying  Play; 

Child  of  liis  dotage,  who  surveys  its  fall, 

Just  as  Mankind  shall  view  the  tumbling  Ball ; 

When  Sun,  Moon,  Stars,  and  all  the  distant  Spheres, 

Burst  in  one  general  Wreck  about  their  ears. 

Not  with  less  pleasure  did  Sir  William's*  eye 

See  Somerset's  bold  Wing  desert  its  sky; 

A  fall  at  which  the  Nation "s  Purse  exclaims. 

That  thundering  crush'd  tlie  back  of  roaring  Thames. 

Not  with  less  pleasure  did  Sir  Milliam's  ear 

A  second  Crash  of  this  famed  Fabric  hear; 

When  poor  Sir  Joshua,  witii  his  Painting  band, 

Swore  the  dread  Dayof  Judgement  just  at  hand. 

Not  with  less  glee,  tenacious  of  his  dross, 

Rossf  started  (Reader,  not  the  Man  of  Ross), 


•  TJdi  Gentleman  slill  lEtuns  tlie  pbce  of  Controller  of  the  Board  of  Worki, 
to  die  Kin^om's  sorptue ;  but  daturit  in  Building,  as  well  a;  in  Fainline,  k  • 
MtBcieDt  (vcsnnnnii'iittim  to  a  cntuiv  tfK-c'ut  o(  Patrina,  parlirularly  if  the  Pro. 
Anon  are  il('«|>iK(l  by  the  People  at  lance.  11  a  the  monfi  ortliit  Nation,  that 
liMniBht  fori  not  tlienurif.  The  ctrcnnittMice  of  lieioRa  Foreig-ner  too  (for 
thii  Hune  Sir  WilHam  Chaniliers  a  o  Sweite),  carrici  tvitli  it  anoilirr  itnngtlaim 
to  F^TDuritism. 

t  The  iirmeiil  Biahop  of  Exeliv ;  wbo,  vthrn  liii  M^)«ity  ikited  that  anckW 
City  latrly,  nu>a  hamlmmrlK  ciciisdl  Limsrif  thf  liooour  of  entertaining  hji 
Rnjal  Muler,  l>y  billeting  him  u|idii  Dckr  Bullcr.  Tlie  followiDg  LJiMa,  A 
IrjcIeJ  from  a  n]>iniueii|)t  frifonnnucL'  if  out  Juhn  Plonghtbare,  caUul  th 
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When  Majes^,  to  rest  his  Royal  head, 
Ask'd  of  the  Church's  mitred  Son  a  bed ;  .    .  .J^ 

Poor  man !  who  proving,  Uke  liis  Sovereign,  poot'^i 
Begg'd  him  to  knock  at  good  Dean  Bulier's  doort  ■  '[*■ 

Royal  Prog;reu,  we  thiak,  will  claciditte  tliia  put  of  our  Epic,  hj 
ceptable  to  our  Readeis : 

In  comm'd  tlie  King  at  hulc  to  lown, 
Wiih  doiut  and  xvcai  u  Nntme;  brawD, 

TJic  Hoasrs  all  in  >iiwike  j 
Huziaing,  tmnipctini;,  and  liogrng. 
Red  colouts  (lecing,  roahu^,  diingiiig, 

Zo  inad  zec^ni'd  iill  lliu  Toke, 

Wi|>in)(  hiK  zwraly  jaws  and  poll, 
All  over  doiDt  we  epicd  Squire  Bolle, 

Cloic  hy  ihe  King')  CMicli  trattini 
Now  alioTing  in  lltp  coach  U'a  head. 
Meaning  (we  tltufl)  it  migtil  be  led, 

"  Scjuire  Rnlle  and  George  be  dulliil." 

Now  went  the  Aldetmcn  and  Mayor, 
Zome  wit1i  cdI  wig«,  and  aame  wiili  hair. 

The  Royal  V'okc  to  ken ; 
When  Mea»(cr  Mayor,  opon  my  word. 
Puked  to  Ike  King  a  gcrt  long  Sword, 

Which  t«  poked  bock  agen. 

Now  lliooK  Uial  round  liii  Woisliip  ttood, 
Dcclai'd  it  cliini»ily  wai  dood ; 

Yel  VqHirt,  the  people  lay, 
IIrandi«li'd  a  gcrt  huu  Gly>ter-pipr, 
To  maki'  1111  in  hi«  lenon  ripe. 

That  took  up  half  a  day. 
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Buller^  who  took  hu  wtndmng  Master  in^ 
And  stuffed  with  corn  and  oil  his  scrip  and  skin; 
For  which  (on  gratitude  so  wont  to  dote) 
The  Monarch  gave-*Hi  tumbler  worth  a  groat. 

Now  down  dfoo  VoDe-ttreel  did  tliey  com, 
Zom  hallowin,  and  screeching  zum : 

Now  tradg'd  they  to  the  Dtagf; 
Becase  the  Bitinop  lent  man  word, 
**  A  could  not  meat  and  drink  avoid ; 

A  had  not  got  the  meaoB." 

A  ledy  tet  **  aa  Tor  he,  poor  man, 
A  had  not  got  a  pot  or  pan. 

Nor  spoon,  nor  knive,  nor  Torfc ; 
That  he  was  weak,  and  oold,  and  squeal, 
And  seldom  made  a  hearty  meal. 

And  iddom  diade  a  coik." 

Indeed,  aii  a  moderate  man, 
And  flo  he  all  the  Caarfy  dan 

That  with  un  come  to  chaUer ; 
Who,  when  they're  ax'd  to  a  glass  of  wine, 
To  one  the  wother  they  tip  the  sign, 

And  beg  my  Lord's  fine  water. 

Then  as  iror  rooms ;  why  there  agen, 
^'  A  could  not  lodge  a  cock  nor  hen. 

They  were  so  small,"  a  zed : 
*'  And,  as  Tor  beds,  they  wudn't  do ; 
In  number  about  one  or  two, 

Vor  self  and  Joan  the  maid.**— 

In  vooUsh  things  a  wndnTt  be  cort ; 
Twas  stoopid  to  treat  Yokes  fbrnort: 
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O  glorious  act,  aa  act  how  eeldom  seen  1 

Oh  what  a  day  of  gladness  for  the  Dean ! 

A  Gift  so  rare,  so  noble,  so  sublime, 

Will  stupefy  tlie  sons  of  distant  Time. 

This,  let  the  Duller  family  record ; 

This  brittle  Treasure  let  the  BuUers  hoard ; 

Yet  show,  exulting,  upon  gala  days, 

To  bid  some  favoured  Guest  admire  and  praise. 

Now  did  the  Major  hum  a  tune  so  sad, 
Chromatic,  in  the  robes  of  sorrow  clad ; 
But,  lo !  the  Ballad  could  not  fear  control, 
Nor  exorcise  the  Barbers  from  his  soul. 


Prefimuenl  loo  waz  to  »o  eend; 
The  Kinp  wood  ncrrr  more  verhi  mad. 
To  lift  on  one  peg  higlier. 

And  yel  vokei  My*!  ■  mui  o'  kuk, 
HoDnl  and  ewhI  ;  bat  lioardtb  hit  Pence, 

Can't  pevt  wilb  Dcink  nor  Meat. 
"  An  then  why  vorc!"  the  pcepelraU:— 
"  To  greaze  a  *at  ould  Pig  in  the  Uil— 

Ouid  Weymouth  o'  Long  L«at." 

Well,  lo  ibe  Deui'i,  bonnce  in  they  went, 
Aitil  atl  tlie  dny  in  mancliiu  ipent, 

.^nd  (Tiulin  loo,  no  donbt; 
And  whili!  ilie  Gnfni  drink'd  vtttn, 
'11k  Mob,  with  brtndy,  ftle,  Mtd  pa. 

Hot  roaring  drunk  mthDut. 


^ 
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And  now  his  lifted  eyes  the  cieling  sought; 

And  now  he  whistled,  Tiot  "for  want  of  thought," 

A  mournful  Air  the  whistling  Major  chose  : 

Still  on  his  rolling  eye  the  Razors  rose. 

From  grave  to  sprightly  now  he  changed,  a  jig : 

Still  o'er  his  haunted  fancy  waved  the  Wig; 

Still  saw  his  eye  alarm'd  the  Scratch'  abhorr'd, 

Like  wild  Macbeth's  the  visionary  Sword. — 

Thus,  from  what  Kings,  alas !  may  fancy /««, 

Their  loving  Subjects  may  be  glad  to  run; 

Thus,  when  Saint  Swithin  from  his  fountain  pours 

(Saint  Swithin,  tutelary  Saint  of  Showers), 

Beaus  skip.  Belles  scamper,  fly  the  Cocks  and  Hens, 

With  drooping  plumage,  to  the  sheltering  pens; 

While,  lo  !  tlie  waddling  Ducks  Te  Dtuvi  utter, 

Flap  their  glad  wings,  and  gabble  through  the  gutter. 

Sing,  Muse,  (or,  lo !  our  canto  not  complete,) 
What  Air  he  humm'd,  and  whistled  all  so  sweet. 
Homer  of  every  thing  minutely  speaks, 
From  Heaven's  Ambrosia  to  a  camp's  Beef-steaks  : 
I  Then  let  us,  Muse,  adopt  a  march  sublime, 

I  And  try  to  rival  Homer  with  our  Rhyme ; 


A  mall  Wig,  oi  ratlier  on  Apvlugy  for  ■  W^,  to  called,  intl  f  encrally  ooni    j 
by  our  mDSl  amiable  and  lugiut  Mourcb. 
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Who,  had  a  Nit,  in  Juno's  tresses  bred, 

Dropp'd  on  divine  Minerva's  wiser  head; 

Or  Cook-like  Flea,  exploring  some  new  track, 

Hopp'd  from  the  clouds  to  Agamemnon's  back ; 

The  Bard  had  sung  the  fall  in  Verse  divine, 

And  Critics  heard  the  sound  along  the  line. 

Jose  called  his  Juno  only  sauctf  bitch; 

The  Poet  thought  it  would  his  Song  enrich: 

Jove,  too,  just  threatened,  with  some  Birchen  Rods 

To  whip  her  publicly  before  the  Gods  ; 

Tlie  Bard,  though  but  a  flogging-bout  at  mos^ 

Deemed  it  indeed,  too  sacred  to  be  lost : 

Jove  called  his  Daughter  only  Bitch  and  Fool 

(Poor  Pallas,  treated  like  a  Girl  at  School), 

Threatened  to  ham-string  her  six  favourite  Nags, 

And  tear  her  bran-new  Phaeton  to  rags ; 

The  Bard  who  never  wrote  an  idle  word. 

Bade  liis  bold  Verse  the  God's  bold  Speech  record  : 

And  had  the  Thunderer  but  broke  wind,  the  Song 

Had,  imitative,  borne  the  Blast  along. — 

Then  be  it  known  to  all  the  World  around, 

To  Folks  above,  and  People  under  ground, 

To  Fish  and  Fowl,  and  every  Creeping  Thing, — 

LillibuUero,  and  God  save  the  King, 

Were  actually  the  very  Airs  he  chose; 

But  wherefore,  God  Almighty  only  knows. 


THE 


LOUS  IAD, 


Air 


HEROI-COMIC  POEM. 


CANTO  IV. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 


Hatninr  and  Majeity  ^t  odi  or  Bed  logetber^A  moit  solemn  ai 
Aildreu  to  the  Mate,  witb  respect  to  Omeni-jV  leriuus  Conipiaint  asaimt 
tbeOmciu  Tor  their  Non-appetvancfunEo  inporriuiluii  Occibiun— Tlie  Wive« 
and  Daagblera  of  the  Cooks  leek  the  Palace,  to  encuiuage  ttieir  Husbands — 
A  bcuitiTul  Comparuoo  oTCocka  aud  Hem— Tlic  Diimay  of  the  Cooks— The 
Natarat  Uiatoiy  of  Cye»— Mister  Ramiu  enters  the  Kitchen- Miller  Ramnt 
h  praised  for  Di^iterily  in  shaving  Majesty— Mister  Ramiis's  Coiueqnence 
with  Hajett;  superior  to  that  of  great  Ministers- Mister  Ramus's  Datnby- 
pamby  naaie  Bill^,  given  by  Majesty- Tlie  Dread  oct-aeioned  by  Milter 
ftamiii'i  Appearance  among  the  Cooks  — Miiter  Seeker,  Clerk  of  til* 
Kilchen,  enters  in  o  Passiou— Miiler  Seeker  thresteni  Iremendauily— A  Wife 
of  one  of  tbe  Cook)  neblf  aoawen  Miiter  Seeker,  and  vowi  Opposition 
—Mister  Seeker  replies  with  Aitonislunent,  Vociferation,  and  Thical— Tb« 
Hermne's  Rejoinder  to  Mister  Seeker,  with  much  Sarcasm— Miiter  Seeker 
growrth  very  wroth— SI udieth  Revenire— Pntdencc  appeareth  to  him,  and 
adminislereth  great  and  wholesome  Advice— Prudence  becnlmeth  the  Clerk 
vfllie  Kite hcD~ A  second  Heroine  appeareth,  speeehifielh,  and  tbtcatcneth— 
ilily  alliiilclli  to  the  immense  Wealth  ofmaie  M^eity,  and  the  Heaps  of  Dia- 
moiHls  beionginir  to/emalt  Majesty -praiselh  her  Husband's  Cleanliness,  and 
denielh  a  Lonte-Existence  in  his  Head;  and  squinlethat  Mister  Seeker  u  the 
prubable  Uwner  of  the  Animal— Mister  Seeker  nt^ctb  a  second  Time— One 
uf  the  finest  Comparisons  in  the  World,  between  Mister  Seeker  in  a  Paision, 
BiiUaLegof  Mntton  and  Turnips  hi  the  Pot— The  Poet  pauseth,  motaliseth, 
and  trenibleth  at  that  Detit,  lately  inirodneed  to  the  World,  called  Equality, 
the  Eoeioy  of  Majesty- Some  of  the  sweetest  lines  in  the  World  on  the 
Occasiea-PtHdence  K-entcrclh  to  becalm  Hiitcr  Seeker,  by  dappinc  her 
VOL.  I.  T 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Hand  on  his  Month— An  inexpressibly  apt  Bottle-of-small-beer  Comparison 
—The  Cook-major  risedi  in  Wrath,  and  is  veiy  satirical  on  Mister  Seeker— 
The  Clerk  of  the  Kitchen  replies  with  Intrepidity— A  great  deal  of  good 
Ccmpmtif  rushes  into  the  Kitchen— Mister  Seeker  commands  Silence,  and  an- 
nounces the  Will  of  his  Sovereign— The  Sovereign  eloquently  announceth  also 
lus  own  Will— A  sweet  aild  snbUlna  Comparison,  equal  to  any  thmg  in 
Homer* 
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With  beauteous  Lambert's  Blush,  and  Russel's  Smiles,  j 
Aurora  peeped  upon  the  First  of  Isles  ; 
And,  lo !  to  bleating  flock,  and  whistling  bird, 
Uprose  the  Sun,^and  uprose  George  the  Third, 
Who  left  his  Queen  so  charming,  and  her  room, 
To  talk  of  Hounds  and  Horses  with  tlie  Groom. 
Say,  Muse,  what !  not  one  Cloud  with  louring  looks, 
To  gloom  compassion  on  the  Heads  of  Cooks? 
What!  not  one  solitary  Omen  sent; 
Not  one  small  Sign,  to  tell  the  great  event  ? 
On  Cato's  danger,  Clouds  of  every  shape 
Hung  on  the  firmament  their  dismal  Crape; 
Aurora  wept,  poor  girl,  with  sorrow  big; 
And  Phcebus  rose  without  his  golden  Wig: 
But  now  the  Skies  their  usual  manners  lost, 
The  Sun  and  Moon,  and  all  tlie  Starry  Host. 
t3 
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No  Raven  at  the  window  flapp'd  his  wings, 

And  croak'd  portentous  to  the  Cooks  of  Kings  ; 

No  Horses  neighed,  no  Bullocks  roared  so  stout  i 

No  Sheep,  like  sheep  be-devil'd,  ran  about ; 

No  Lightnings  flash'd,  no  Thunder  deign'd  to  growl ; 

No  walls  re-echoed  to  the  mournful  Owl ; 

No  Jack-ass  brayed  aft'right ;  no  Ghost  'gan  wail ; 

No  Comet  threaten'd  empires  with  his  Tail ; 

No  Witches,  wildly  screaming,  rode  the  Broom  ; 

No  Pewter  Platters  danced  about  the  room. 

Thus  unregarded  droop'd  each  menaced  Head, 

As  though  the  Omens  all  were  really  dead ; 

As  unregarded  (what  a  horrid  slur  !), 

As  though  the  Monarch  meant  to  shave  a  Cur. 


Now  to  the  Kitchen  of  the  Palace  came 
Full  many  a  Damsel  sweet,  and  daring  Dame, 
The  Wives  and  Daughters  of  those  Cooks  forlorn 
Whose  luckless  Heads  weie  threaten'd  to  be  shorn : 
Ire  in  each  eye,  and  vengeance  in  each  hand, 
To  cheer  their  Husbands,  poured  the  boastful  Baud. 
Thus,  when  Uie  ancient  Britons  rushed  to  battle, 
Their  ^Vives  intrepid  joined  tlie  general  rattle ; 
Encouraging  tlieir  Husbands  in  the  fray, 
For  fear  some  pale-nosed  rogues  might  run  away : 
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O  glorious  act,  repelling  coward  fear! 

Thus  Cocks  fight  bravest  when  the  Hens  are  near. 

Now  on  the  Band  of  Ladies  stared  the  Cooks, 
And  seemed  to  show  Hair-ruin  in  their  looks. 
Great  is  the  eloquence  of  Eyes  indeed ; 
Much  history  in  those  tell-tale  orbs  we  read. 
What  though  no  bigger  than  a  Button-hole  ? 
Yet  what  a  wondrous  Window  to  the  soul! 
The  bosom's  joy  and  grief,  and  hope  and  fear, 
In  lively  colours  are  depicted  here. 

Now  to  the  crowded  Kitchen  Ramus  springs. 
Ramus,  called  Bi/iy  by  the  Best  of  Kings  ; 
Who  much  of  Razors  and  of  Soapsuds  knows, 
Well  skilled  to  take  great  Cesar  by  the  nose ; 
Much  by  his  Sovereign  loved,  a  trusty  Page, 
Who  often  puts  great  Statesmen  in  a  rage  ; 
Poor  Lords !  compell'd  against  their  will  to  -tuait, 
Though  Ass-like  laden  witli  Affairs  of  State, 
Till  Page  and  Monarch  finish  deep  disputes 
On  Buckskin  Breeches,  or  a  Pair  of  Boots. 

Billy,  a  pretty  harne  of  love,  so  sweet, 
Familiar,  easy,  for  affection  meet ! 
Thus  formal  Patrick  is  transformed  to  Paddy; 
Aadjather,  by  the  children  christened  daddy: 
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And  Oliver,  who  coutd  even  Kings  control. 
By  many  a  thousand  is  b^tized  Old  Noll. 

Speak,  Reader,  didst  thou  ever  see  a  Ghost? 
If  80,  thou  stoodcst  staring  like  a  Post : 
Thus  did  tlie  Cooks  on  Billy  Ramus  stare, 
WhoBC  frightful  presence  porcupincd  each  Hair. 
Now  enter'd  Seeker*,  and  now  thus  he  spoke : 
"■This  Louse-afFaJr's  a  very  pretty  joke! 
Am't  you  ashamed  of  it,  you  dirty  dogs  ? 
Zounds !  have  you  all  been  sleeping  m  itii  the  hogs  ? 
But  mind  :  you'll  be,  to  all  your  great  delight, 
Bald  as  so  many  Coots  before  'tis  night 
No  murmurs,  Gentleoien ;  'tis  all  in  vain  : 
When  Mon&rchs  order,  who  shall  dare  complun?'*^ 

Now,  from  the  Female  Band,  a  Heroine  raved : 
"  God  curse  me  if  my  Husband  shall  be  shaved ! 
You  shan't,  you  shan't  Uie  fellow's  Ilead  disgrace : 
I  say,  the  man  shall  sooner  lose  his  Place. 
JVigs,  like  tlie  very  Devil,  I  loath,  I  hate ; 
And  curse  me,  if  a  iiighlcap  hugs  his  pate." — 
"  How,  impudencer  the  wrathful  Seeker  cried, 
With  horror  staring,  and  a  mouth  yard-wide : 

■  Litte  ClerV  of  ttif  Kitcfaen. 
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"  Where,  wbere'a  ray  stick,  my  cane,  my  whip,  my'  ' 

switch  ? 
Who  taught  rebellion  t'ye,  you  saucy  bitch?" — 
"  Myself,"  \\\x\\  hands  akirnbow  cried  the  Dame : 
"  I  tell  ye,  Mister  Seeker,  'tis  a  shame ; 
I  tell  ye  tliat  tlie  Cooks  will  all  be  fools. 
To  suffer  Razors  to  come  near  their  sculls. 
Bitch  too,  forsooth  ;  the  language  of  a  hog! 
If  I'm  a  Bitch,  then  somi/im/i/'ji  a  Dog." 


Now  all  th'  internal  man  of  Seeker  boiled  ; 
From  thought  to  iJiought  of  turbulence  he  toiled  : 
Now,  resolution-fraught,  he  wished  to  stick  her; 
Now  in  her  face  to  spit,  and  now  to  kick  her. 
But  Prudence  in  that  very  moment  came, 
And  sweetly  whispered  to  the  Man  of  Flame : 
"  Fie,  Seeker  !  kick  a  ivoman?  Seeker,  fie  ! 
On  matters  more  sublime  thy  prowess  try  : 
No  glory  springs  from  kicking  Wives  of  Cooks. 
Strive  to  surpass  great  Kings  in  buiding  Books; 
Transcend  great  Kings  in  forcing  stubborn  Kine 
To  breakfast  on  Horse-chesnuts,  sup,  and  duie; 
In  educating  Pigs,  be  thou  as  deep; 
And  learn,  like  Kings,  to  leel  the  rumps  of  Sheep. 
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Go,  triumph  at  the  market-towns  with  Wool : 
Go,  breed  for  Lady-cows  the  bravest  Bull ; 
Tower  o'er  the  sceptred  great  in  fat  of  Lambs, 
And  rise  a  rival  in  the  breed  of  Rams. 
These  be  thine  acts  ;  from  hence  fair  Glory  flows. 
Whose  beam  a  Bonfire  round  a  Monarch  glows. 
Surpass  in  Charity  towards  the  poor ; 
Nor  bully  starving  Merit  from  the  door. 
Behold,  for  patronage  lean  Genius  pant ; 
What  though  the  wealthy  Great  a  taste  may  want? 
Yet,  would  they  cast  their  eyes  on  pining  Merit, 
Those  eyes  would  quickly  warm  her  frozen  spirit. 
the  Joot  may  lift  the  Mourner  from  the  tomb, 
And  bid  the  buried  seeds  of  Genius  bloom. 
Yes,  Fools  of  Portune,  did  those  fools  incline 
To  look  on  humble  Worth,  might  bid  her  shine  t 
Thus  tallow  Candles,  in  a  Chandelier, 
Make  the  keen  Beauties  of  the  Glass  appear. 
Call  into  note  a  thousand  trembling  Rays, 
And  share  tlie  merit  of  the  mingled  Blaze. 
Tlie  Great  should  Sun-like  bid  their  treasures  flo»r, 
Whose  beams  wide-spreading  no  distinction  know; 
But  equal  bid  the  Ciab  and  Pine  be  ripe. 
And  light  at  once  a  System  and  a  Pipe." — 


Thus  Prudence  spoke;  wben  Seclcer  to  the  Dame 
Confess'd  his  fault,  and  stopp'd  the  bursting  flame- 
Now  stormed  a  second  Heroine  from  the  Baud, 
Called  Joan,  and  full  at  Seeker  made  a  stand  : 
"  I  say,  Tom  shan't  be  shaved ;  he  shan't,  he  shan't : 
Leek-porridge,  Stir-about,  we'll  sooner  want ; 
We'll  rather  hunt  the  Gutters  for  our  meat, 
Cry  Mackrel,  or  sing  Ballads  through  the  stieet; 
Foot  Stockings,  mend  old  China,  or  black  Shoes, 
Sooner  than  Tom,  poor  soul,  his  Locks  shall  lose. 
Humph,  what  a  pretty  hoity-toity's  here  \ 
Thomas,  I  say,  shan't  lose  his  Locks,  poor  dear . — 
Shaved  too,  'cause  people  happen  to  he  poor! 
I  never  heard  of  such  a  trick  before. 
Folks  think  they  may  take  freedoms  witli  a  Cook  : 
Go,  ask  your  Master  if  he'd  shave  a  Duke.  ' 

No;  if  he  dared  to  do  it,  I'll  be  curst: 
No,  Seeker,  he  would  eat  the  Razor  first. 
Good  Lord,  to  think  poor  people's  Heads  to  plunder  J 
Why,  Lord!  are  people  drunk,  or  mad,  I  wonder? 
What!  shall  my  poor  dear  Husband  lose  liis  Locks 
Because  a  han't  Ten  Millions  in  the  Stocks? 
because  on  me,  forsooth,  ti  can't  bestow 
fi  Diamond  Petticoat,  to  make  a  show? 
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Marry  come  up,  indeed  ;  a  pretty  joke! 

Any  tiling's  good  enough  for  humble  folk : 

Shoved  here  and  there,  forsooth;  called  Dog  and  Bitch 

(God  bless  us  well !)  because  we  are  not  rich. 

People  will  soon  be  beat  about  with  sticks, 

Forsooth,  because  tliey  han't  a  coach  and  six. 

A  shan't  be  shaved,  and  I'm  his  lawful  \Vife : 

The  man  was  never  lousy  in  his  life. 

Aa'  what  his  Mother  says,  his  nearest  kin : 

'  Tom  never  had  a  blotch  upon  his  skin, 

But  when  a  had  the  measles  and  small-pox.' 

What/or,  then,  shall  the  fellow  lose  his  Locks? 

'  She  never  in  her  life-time  saw,'  slie  says, 

'  A  tidier,  cleanlier  lad,  in  all  her  days ; 

And  all  her  neighbours  said  with  huge  surprise,  . 

A  finer  boy  was  never  seen  with  eyes* 

So,  Mister  Seeker,  let's  have  no  more  touse: 

Hunt  further  for  the  owner  of  the  Louse. 

Sir,  'tis  a  burning  shame,  I'm  bold  to  say, 

To  take  poor  people's  character  away. 

Who  knows  the  Varniin  isn't  your  own,  odsfish  ? 

You're  fond  of  peeping  into  every  dish." 

Again  of  Seeker  boiled  tli' internal  man; 
Thought  urging  thought,  again  to  rage  began: 


Huge  thoughts  of  different  sizes  swelled  his  soul ; 
Now  mounting  high,  now  sinking  low,  they  roll ; 
Bustling  here,  there,  up,  down,  and  round  about; 
So  wild  the  mob,  so  terrible  the  rout. 
How  like  a  Leg  of  Mutton  in  the  pot. 
With  Turnips  thick  surrounded  all  so  hot! 
Amid  tlie  Gulf  of  Broth,  sublime,  profound, 
Tumultuous,  jostling,  how  they  rush  around! 
Now  up  the  Turnips  mount  with  skins  of  snow. 
While  restless  labouring  Mutton  dives  below; 
Now  lofty  soaring  climbs  the  Leg  of  Sheep, 
While  Turnips  downwards  plunge  amid  the  deep.— 
Strange  such  resemblances  in  things  should  lie! 
But  what  escapes  the  Poet's  piercing  eye? 
Just  like  the  Sun ;  for  what  escapes  his  ray, 
Who  darts  on  deepest  shade  the  golden  day? 

Muse,  let  us  pause  a  momeut.     Here  we  see 
A  Woman,  certainly  of  low  degree, 
Reviling_/o/i-  of  elevated  station ; 
Thus  waging  war  witli  mild  Subordination. 
Sliould  sweet  Subordination  chance  to  die, 
Adieu  to  Kings  and  Courtier-men  so  high  : 
Then  will  that  imp  Equality  prevail. 
Who  knows  no  difference  between  Head  and  Tail : 
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Then  Majesty,  the  lofty  nose  who  lifts, 
Witii  tears  shall  «'ash  and  iron  her  own  shifts  ; 
To  darn  her  stockings,  ft"oin  her  height  descend ; 
Which  now  are  given  to  Mackenthun*  to  mend  ; 
Turn  her  i&Kjingers  into  vulgar  paws, 
And  wash  her  dirty  laces  and  her  gauze. 
Then  dimra'd  are  Coronets  that  awe  inspire ; 
And  Sceptres  stuifd,  like  Faggots,  in  tlie  fire. 
Ne'er  let  me  view  the  hour,  my  soul  that  shocks. 
When  Female  Majesty  shall  wash  her  stmcks: 
Such  humbled  Grandeur  let  me  never  see ; 
Soapsuds  and  Sovereignty  but  ill  agree : 
Malkin  and  Majesty  but  ill  accord  : 
Rubbers  and  Royalty  are  kin  abhorr'd. 
Strange  union!  'tis  the  Vulture  and  the  Bat; 
A  Gulf  and  Mudpool ;  Elephant  and  Rat ; 
A  great  Archbishop,  and  an  Undertaker; 
The  Muse  of  Epic,  and  a  Riddle-maker; 
A  roaring  King  in  Tragedy  sublime, 
And  he  who  plays  poor  Pug  in  Pantomime ; 
The  Lord  who  in  the  Senate  wonder  draws, 
Firm  in  the  fair  support  of  freedom's  cause; 


•  A  Ltdy  AtteoiLuiI  on  llj«  PriocuMi. 


And  that  same  Lord  behind  the  Scenes,  a  Snail, 
Who,  crawling,  of  an  actress  holds  tlie  tail ; 
Marchesi  on  the  Stage  with  steel  and  plume. 
And  that  Marchesi  in  a  Lady's  Room ; 
Sir  Joseph*,  Jove-like,  with  his  Hammer 'd  Arm, 
Who  thundering  breaks  of  sleep  the  opiate  charm  i 
And  that  Sir  Joseph,  with  a  simple  look, 
Collecting  Simples  near  the  simple  brook. 


^ 


Again  came  Prudence,  Quaker- looking  form. 
Sweet-humoured  Goddess,  to  suppress  the  storm. 
Who  clapp'd  her  hands  (indeed  an  act  uncouth) 
pull  on  the  gaping  hole  of  Seeker's  mouth ; 
Compressing  thus  a  thousand  iron  Words, 
Sharp  every  soul  of  them  as  Points  of  Swords : 
But  soon  her  hand  forsook  his  lips  and  chin, 
Who  owned  tlie  Goddess,  and  but  gave  a  grin. 
Thus  from  a  fretful  Bottle  of  Small  Beer, 
If  mad  the  Cork  should  leap  with  wild  career ; 
Lo,  to  the  Bottle's  MouUi  the  Butler  0ies, 
And  with  dexterity  his  hand  applies ! 
In  vain  tlic  Li<iuor  bustles  'mid  the  dome; 
John  quells  ull  fury,  and  subdues  the  foam. 


*  Sir  JoKpb  Banks.    A  pm  of  hia  Roytl  luignia  ir  a  lUmmer,  t«  knock 
down  ■  HUpaw,  and  kcrp  tbc  Royal  SocJeif  airakc. 
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Now  rose  the  Major :  "  Mister  Seeker,  Sir, 
You  make  in  this  affjdr  a  pretty  stir  ! 
'Twere  doubtless  a.Jim  present  in  a  bo.r. 
To  oft'cr  to  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  Locks ; 
Some  vatt  reward  would  follow,  to  be  sure ; 
A  pretty  little,  sweet,  snug  sinecure. 
Yes,  Master  Seeker  well  can  play  his  cards : 
Sublime  Achievements  claim  sublime  Rewards. 
I  humbly  do  presume,  Sir,  that  his  Grace 
Has  promised  ye  a  warm  Exciseman's  place  : 
Some  folks  arcjacks-in-offlce,  fond  of  power  !"— 
Thus  spoke  the  Cook,  like  Vinegar  so  sour. 


"  No  matter,  Master  Major,  tv/ial  I  get : 
All  that  I  know,  is  this ;  your  Heads  shall  sweat. 
I'll  see  the  business  done,  depend  upon't; 
I'll  order  matters,  damn  me  if  I  don't : 
Yes,  Master  Dixon,  you  shall  know  who's  who  ; 
Which  is  the  better  Gemtnan,  I  or  you." 
Thus  answers  Seeker  to  the  Man  of  Woes, 
And  points  his  satire  with  a  cock'd-up  nose. — 
Scarce  had  he  utter 'd,  when  a  noise  was  heard ; 
And  now,  behold,  a  motley  band  appear'd : 
With  Babel  sounds  at  once  the  Kitchen  rings. 
Of  Groom,  Page,  Barber,  and  tlie  Best  of  Kings. 
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And  lo!  the  Best  of  Queeiia  must  see  theyan; 
And  lo!  the  Princesses  so  beauteous  run  ; 
And  Madame  Sciiwellenberg  came  hobbling  too, 
Poor  lady,  losing  in  the  race  a  shoe. 
But,  in  revenge-pursuit,  the  loss  how  slight ! 
The  \Vorld  would  lose  a  Leg,  to  please  a  Spite. 


And  now  for  Peace  did  Seeker  bawl  aloud  ; 
And  lo !  Peace  came  at  once  among  the  Crowd. 
In  Courts  of  Justice  thus,  to  hush  the  hum, 
"  Silence,"  the  Crier  calls,  and  all  is  mum.— 
"  Cooks,  Scullions,  all,  of  high  and  low  degree, 
Attend,  and  learn  our  Monarch's  will  from  me. 
Our  Sovereign  Lord  tlie  King,  whose  word  is  fate, 
Wills  in  his  wisdom  to  see  shaved  each  Pate :        "■<  l' 
Then,  Gentlemen,  pray  take  your  chairs  at  once; 
And  let  each  Barber  fall  upon  his  sconce." 
Thus  thundcrd  Seeker  with  a  Mars-like  face. 
And  struck  dire  terror  through  the  Roasting  Race. 
Thus  roared  Achilles  "mid  the  martial  fray, 
When  every  frighted  Trojan  ran  away. 

Calm  was  the  Crowd ;  when  thus  the  King  of  Isles, 
Firm  for  the  Shave,  but  yet  with  kingly  smiles : 
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^^  You  must  be  shaved ;  you  shall,  you  must  indeed : 

No,  no,  I  sha'nt  let  slip  a  single  Head. 

A  very  filthy,  nasty,  dirty  trick  : 

The  thought  on't  turns  my  stomach ;  makes  me  sick. 

Louse,  louse !  a  nasty  thing :  a  Louse  I  hate : 

No,  no,  ril  have  no  more  upon  my  Plate. 

One  is  sufficient :  yes,  yes ;  quite  a  store — 

ill  have  no  more;  no  more,  I'll  have  no  more.'' 

Thus  spoke  the  King,  like  every  King  who  gives 
To  trifles  lustre  that  for  ever  lives. 
Thus  stmkmg  Vapours,  from  the  oozy  Pool, 
Of  cats  and  kittens,  dogs  and  puppies,  full, 
Bright  Sol  sublimes,  and  gives  them  golden  wings ; 
The  Cloud  on  which,  some  say,  the  Cherub  sings. 
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TV  hamanc  PcUtioD  of  tlie  Princess  Royal— His  Mijesly"*  rebukdW  Reply, 
full  of  Gmnitoir,  aod  favourable  to  the  fVig  Inleral—Tln  Princess 
As  sublime  a  Comparison  as  ever  enlered  tbe  Head  of  Man,  as  Adduen  ttud  at 
bis  Anjrel-iimilc  in  his  famous  and  long-forgotten  Campaign— The  Princeu 
Aui^ta  petilioneth  with  (71101  Success  — A  mosl  beautiful  Comparison  also 
on  llie  Occasion— The  Bard  ag^  addresseth  the  Muse— Tlie  Cooks  tain  rank 
Cowards,  as  wpU  as  their  Wiies  and  Dau^ters :  overpowered  by  the  Blaie  of 
MajGaty,  and  a  golden  Coat— A  Bible  Simile— A  sensible  Exclamation  of  ILe 
Pop),  on  the  oneipected  Cowardice  of  the  Cooks  — A  fine  West  Indian  Com- 
parison—The  Poet  pathetically  moumclb  owr  tJie  gradoal  Decay  of  Royally 
— I'hc  Impudent  and  foolish  Speech  of  the  Mob  in  regard  to  Royalty  and  the 
Great-The  Poet's  short  and  judicious  ReBection  on  the  Speech  of  the  Mob— 
Tlie  Cook-Major's  pathetic  Speech  to  tlie  King  — Madame  Scliwcllenbei? 
most  scornfoll}  and  angrily  replieth  to  the  Cook-Major'BSpeecli- Auothei 
Grral  Ladf't  Speech,  composed  of  less  Acrimony  than  Madame  Schwellen- 
berg's— His  Majesty  adviselb  the  Cooks  to  be  quietly  shaved,  and  promiseth 
them  Wigs  jrrofij- Dame  Avarice  remonstrateth  to  M^esly  on  the  Folly  of 
the  Prntni  of  Wigs,  with  strong  and  economical  Reasons- Dame  Avarice 
abnseth  some  of  the  Quality ;  and  apptnudelli  her  Miyesty  for  the  many 
loslances  of  her  saving  Powen-'-His  Majesty  becometh  a  Ctmrrrt  to  the 
Speech  of  Dame  Avarice  — The  Pcwfs  fine  Reflectiau  on  Gene roril y  —  His 
M^esty  ordereth  the  Cooks  to  be  seated  for  theShave- TheKing  tpeakelli 
Marvels  in  favour  of  Majesty  — Deep  Reflection*  of  the  Poet  on  Ambition, 
with  the  various  Eiamplei  of  her  Power  —  The  Cooks  at  length  lubniil  to  be 
shaved— An  American  Comparison  on  the  Uccawn,  perhaps  not  pleasing  to 
certain  Gi-Mf  People— T^te  Poet  addreiscth  the  Muse  on  die  Want  ofa  Battle, 
so  necessaiy  to  an  Epic  Poem  — Tlie  Poet,  gloryinf;  in  Honour,  refuseth  to 
make  a  Baltic  where  there  «u  none;  proclaiming  at  the  same  Time  his 
^/I'iiify,  were  D  Battle  iKceisary— Hit  Majesty  cinlteth  in  his  Victory 
U  2  • 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Cookft— His  Miyesty  endesTOureth  to  prove  by  Aitertum  the  Property  of  tiie 
Loose— also  the  Certainty  of  its  being  a  real  Loose,  by  his  great  Acquaintance 
with  Natnral  History— The  King,  in  his  great  Jnstice,  thoweth  the  little 
Animal,  by  way  of  Cotwictum^The  Poet  exhibiteth  Biblical  and  Chusical 
Knowledge  in  an  Account  of  Animals  that  have  spokeuj  in  order  to  reconcile 
the  Reader's  revolting  Mind  to  the  Speech  of  the  Louse—The  Louse  ^^eeck}fUih; 
wad  giveth  a  wonderful  History  of  Himself,  his  Fkmily,  and  Misfortune— Louse 
provetfa  the  superior  Antiquity  of  hit  Race  to  that  of  Kings— The  King,  in 
Wrmth,  giveth  Louse  the  lif,  and  endeavoureth  his  Destruction— Zephyr, 
trembling  at  his  Danger,  suddenly  beareth  him  off  to  the  celestial  Region ; 
and,  after  twice  changing  his  Mind,  converteth  him  into  a  Star,  discovered 
soon  after  by  ihegre^'i  Doctor  Herschell  and  his  Spy-Ghtts;  which,  in  Com- 
pliment to  his  Miiiesty,  the  Doctor  baptiaetfa  the  Georgtum  Sidus. 
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CANTO  THE  FIFTH. 


Now,  with  the  sweetest  Lips  that  love  inspire, 

The  Princess  Royal  thus  addressed  her  Sire  : 

"  O  Sir,  for  once  attend  a  Daughter's  prayer ; 

Restrain  your  fury  from  your  people's  Hair  : 

A  thousand  blessings  will  their  mouths  bestow. 

And  every  heart  with  gratitude  o'erflow. 

For  such  a  victory,  who  would  give  a  fig? 

Pray,  Sir,  don't  make  them  wear  a  nasty  Wig." — 

Such  sounds,  so  sweet,  nay  so  divinely  broke. 

As  might  have  mollified  the  sturdy  Oak, 

Were  doom'd  in  vain  on  Royal  ears  to  fall : 

Yet  Music  drove  tlie  Devil  out  of  Saul! 

To  her  the  King,  with  most  astonish'd  eyes, 

And  surly  wTinkled  brow,  so  stern  replies : 

"  What,  what?  not  shave  'em,  shave  'em,  now  they're 

caught  f 
What !  have  this  pretty  hubbub  all  for  twught  f 
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No,  no,  Girl;  no,  Girl;  no,  Girl;  no,  Girl;  no: 

Beg  on  till  Doomsday,  Girl,  it  shan't  be  so. 

How,  how,  pray,  would  it  look;  how,  how,  pray,  look? 

People  would  swear  I  could  not  shave  a  Cook. 

You  call  Wigs  nasty,  Miss  ?    Fine  speech,  indeed ! 

Don't,  don't  you  see  I've  one  upon  my  head? 

Go  back,  go  back.  Miss  Pert,"  he  bluntly  cried; 

Then  with  his  elbow  pushed  the  Nymph  aside. 

Although  he  did  not  box  her  lovely  ears, 

He  drowned  the  radiance  of  her  eye  with  tears. 

Far  from  the  wratliful  King  tlie  Maid  withdrew. 
And  veiled  her  modest  beauties  from  his  view. 
Thus  when  tiie  virgin  INfom  her  blushes  spreads, 
And  paints  with  purest  ray  the  mountain-heads ; 
Behold,  those  blushes  so  divine  to  shroud, 
The  surly  Boreas  gathers  every  cloud ; 
Bids  the  huge  phalanx  seek  the  smiling  east, 
And  blot  the  lustre  of  her  crimson  vest. 
From  pole  to  pole  extends  the  blackening  baud ; 
Cloud  pressing  cloud  obeys  his  rude  command : 
In  tears  she  moves  away,  tlie  heavenly  Maid, 
And  leaves  him  Monarch  of  the  mighty  Shade. 

Now  o'er  his  lofty  shoulder,  with  a  sigh, 
The  fair  Augusta  cast  a  piling  eye ; 
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And  whispered,  ah !  so  soft,  so  sweet  a  prayer, 
To  save  from  Razor-rage  the  heads  of  Hair ! 
When  lo,  the  King : 

"  What,  you  too,  Miss,  petition  for  each  knave? 
You,  you  too,  Miss,  an  enemy  to  shave  f" 

Mute  ivaa  the  Maid  ;  when  lo !  with  modest  looks, 
Distressed,  she  shrunk  away  from  King  and  Cooks: 
Thus,  o'er  a  shouldering  Cloud  tlie  Moon  so  bright 
Oft  gives  a  peep  of  momentary  light; 
Much  as  to  say,  "  I  wish  my  smiles  to  grant. 
To  cheer  you  darkling  mortals,  but  I  can't." 

Sing,  heavenly  Goddess,  how  the  Cooks  behaved, 
Who  swore  they'd  all  be  damned  ere  they'd  be  shaved; 
Who  penn'd  to  Majesty  the  bold  Petition, 
And  daring  fumed  with  rebel  Opposition. 

Cowed,  cowed,  alas  !  the  Lords  of  Saucepans  feel ; 
Each  Heart  so  valorous  sunk  into  the  Heel; 
And  ttien,  each  threatening  Amazonian  Dame, 
Her  spirit  drooping,  and  extinct  her  flame; 
For  lo  !  of  Majesty  the  powerful  Blaze, 
His  Coat's  bright  Gold,  and  Eyeball's  rolling  Gaze, 
Just  like  the  Light  that  covered  sad  Saint  Paul, 
Flashed  on  their  visages,  and  smote  them  all. — 


k. 


296 


THE  LOUSIAD: 


Who  could  have  thought  that  things  would  thus  have 

ended  ? 
Fate  seemingly  a  dreadful  crash  intended  ;  ' 

Such  stately  resolution  in  the  Cooks, 
Such  fierce  demeanour  in  their  Spouses'  hjcAa! 
But  thus  ui  Western  India  Jove  ordains 
At  times  an  aspect  wild  of  Hurricanes  ; 
Dark  grows  the  sky,  with  gleams  of  tlireatening  red ; 
All  nature  dumb,  the  smallest  zephyr  dead  ; 
Bird,  beast,  and  mortal,  trembling,  pausing  still, 
Expectant  of  the  Tempest's  mighty  will : 
Tremendous  pause !  when  lo,  by  small  degrees, 
Light  melts  the  mass;  with  life  returns  the  breeze; 
And  Danger,  on  his  doud,  who  scowled  dismay, 
Moves  sullen  with  his  threatening  glooms  away. 

There  Royalty  sncceeded  ;  but,  alas! 
In  foreign  climes  this  Gold  will  scarcely  pass. 
Sorry  am  I  indeed,  and  grieved  to  hear, 
That  Royalty  is  falling  from  its  sphere  ; 
War's  mighty Jirst-rate,  dwindling  to  a  skiff; 
The  knees  of  Adoration  waxing  stiff, 
That  bent  so  pliantly  to  folk  of  State ; 
Cock-turkey  Grandeur  veiling  to  his  fate. 
But  thus  exclaims  the  Mob :  "  In  folly  far, 
I'olk  deemed  a  Beam  from  Bogs  a  Falling  Star ; 
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And  fancied  Thunder,  all  so  dread,  ador'd, 

The  Voice  tremendous  of  an  anger'd  Lord ; 

The  Lightning  his  swift  Vengeance :  never  dreaming 

That  mortals,  ever  poring,  ever  scheming, 

Should  find  that  in  a  phial  they  should  lock  it. 

And  bear  Heaven'x  vengeance  in  their  Breeches-poclcet. 

Sec  France ;  lo  !  Homage  much  has  lost  her  awe, 

And  blushes  now  to  kiss  the  Lion's  paw ; 

Nay,  dares  to  fancy  (an  old  rebel  jade) 

Empei'ors  and  Thrones  of  like  materials  made ; 

Nay,  fancy  too  (on  bold  Rebellion's  brink). 

That  Subjects  have  a  right  to  speak  and  think ; 

Revileth  Kings,  for  praise  and  wonder  born ; 

Calleth  Crowns  Fools'  Caps,  that  their  heads  adorn; 

And  sacred  Sceptres,  which  we  here  adore. 

Mean  Picklocks  for  the  houses  of  the  poor. 

Thus  Curiosity  no  longer  springs, 

And  wide-mouthed  Wonder  gapes  no  more  at  Kings. 

Heavens  !  if  Equality  all  ranks  confounds, 

No  more  shall  we  be  whistled  to,  like  Hounds; 

Freedom  will  talk  to  Kings  in  dauntless  tone, 

And  Female  Majesty  be  just  plain  Joan. 


Now  taking  courage,  to  his  honest  breast 
His  hand  the  Major  energetic  press'd; 
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Clothed  with  humility's  mild  beam  liia  eye, 

He  thus  address'd  the  Monarcii  witli  a  sigh  : 

"  O  King !  you've  call'd  me  an  old  fool,  to  whine : 

But  I'm  not  old;  still  many  a  year  is  mine. 

So  white,  as  though  from  Time,  my  temples  grow, 

iDgratitude's  cold  hand  hath  formed  tlieir  snow  : 

Grief  dims  these  eyes,  and  whitens  every  hair  ; 

And,  lo !  my  wrinkles  are  the  tracks  of  Care. 

To  tread  Life's  wild,  unwounded  by  a  tiiorn, 

Was  ne'er  the  lucky  lot  of  woman-born. 

Man  should  be  kind  to  man,  O  Best  of  Kings, 

And  try  to  bUmt  the  ills  that  Nature  brings ; 

Not  bid  the  cup  of  bitterness  o'erflow, 

And  to  her  thousands  add  another  woe. 

Ah !  if  a  trifle  can  a  smile  employ. 

How  cruel,  Sir,  to  kill  the  infant  joy ! 

How  faint  of  happiness  the  scattered  ray, 

That  cheers  of  life,  alas,  the  little  day ; 

While  Care  and  Sorrow  s  imp-like  host  invade. 

And  fill  a  sighing  universe  with  shade! 

Then  bid  your  noble  indignation  cease, 

And  suffer  our  poor  Locks  to  rest  in  peace." 

He  ended. — Now,  ivith  scorn  so  keen  inspu-ed, 
And  anger,  uninvited,  undesired. 


Did  Madame  Schwellenberg,  devoid  of  grace, 
O'er  the  Queen's  shoulder  poke  lier  Cat-like  face ; 
And  thus  :  "  Mine  Gote  den,  vat  a  saucy  vretch ! 
How  cleberly  dis  poor  old  fella  preach  ! 
Bring  him  de  polepit ;  dat  he  sal  be  pote  in ; 
Jan  beat  de  Mettodisscs  all  as  notin." 


Now  spoke  the  Spouse  of  our  tnost  glorious  King, 
Who  deemed  a  Louse  a  very  nasty  thing : 
Vorfolk  of  Strel'Uz  are  so  neat  and  clean, 
They  think  on  vermin  with  abhorrent  mien; 
For  cleanliness  so  much  in  Strelitz  thriven. 
Folks  never  saw  a  Louse  in  all  their  lives. 
"  Mine  Gote !  'mong  men  an  women,  an  de  boys, 
Dis  shave  indeed  make  very  pretty  noise. 
Goote  Gote  !  make  rout  about  a  lectel  Hair ! 
Wig  be  de  fashion;  Dixon,  take  de  shair: 
Sheet  down,  and  don't  make  hubbub  shust  like  Pig; 
Dere's  noting  terrible  about  a  Wig. 
Mine  Gote  !  de  tremblin  fellow  seem  afred, 
As  if  we  put  a  Tiger  'pon  his  head  ; 
De  Ladies  now  wear  Wig  upon  der  crown ; 
So  sheet  you  down,  Jan  Dixon,  sheet  you  down. 
Cook  tell  his  King  and  Queen  he  von't  be  sliave : 
£gote  1  dc  £Dglis  don't  know  how  behave. 
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Let  Cook  say  so  in  Strelitz,  ah  mine  Gote ! 
Dcre  would  be  Soldiers  dat  would  cut  der  troat. 
You  know  dat  King  an  Q\ieen,  you  rebel  Jan, 
Can  cut  your  Head  off  in  a  moment,  man ; 
Lord !  den  you  may  be  tanklull  dat  we  spare. 
An  only  cut  off  goote-for-nodn  Hair. 
You  know  dat  in  our  History  you  read, 
How  King  of  Englond  cut  off  Subject's  head. " 

Now  silence  broke  the  King ;  "  Sit  down,  sit  down  ; 
Come,  come,  let  every  Barber  take  his  crown : 
I'll  show  some  mercy  t'ye,  ye  nasty  Pigs  ; 
For  mind,  mind,  mind,  Tlipaj/  for  all  the  Wigs." 

At  these  last  words,  forth  crawled  an  ancient  Dame, 
Sharp-nosed,  half-starved,  and  Avaiice  her  name ; 
With  wrinkled  Neck  and  Parchment-like  to  view, 
That  e'en  the  coarsest  kerchief  seldom  knew  ; 
With  Hawk-like  Eyes  that  glisten'd  o'er  her  gold, 
And  raptured  every  hour  her  treasure  told ; 
Who  of  her  Fbgers  form'd  a  Comb  so  fair, 
And  with  a  Garter  filleted  her  hair; 
Who  fiercely  snatch'd,  with  wild  devouring  eyes, 
An  atom  of  Brown  Sugar  from  tiie  Flies ; 
Made  a  sad  Candle  from  a  dab  of  Fat, 
And  stole  a  stinking  Fish-head  from  a  Cat; 
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Saves  of  the  mustiest  Bread  the  Crumbs,  and  sees 

A  Dinner  in  the  scrapings  of  a  Cheese. 

Whiffing  a  stump  of  Pipe,  a  frequent  treat. 

That  gives  the  stomacli  Smoke,  poor  tiling !  for  ]\feat, 

Forth  hobbled  this  old  Dame,  with  shaking  head, 

Like,  in  her  crooked  Form,  the  letter  Z ; 

The  Palace-watch,  and  Guardian  most  severe 

Of  drops  of  dying  and  of  dead  Small-beer  : 

A  Dame  who  hated  idle  dogs  and  cats, 

And  trembled  at  a  rumpus  of  the  rats ; 

Nay,  listcn'd,  jealous  of  a  scratching  tnouse, 

Afraid  the  imp  might  swalloxv  the  whole  house: 

The  province  hers,  to  sell  old  palace-shoes, 

Old  hats,  old  coats,  and  breeches,  to  the  Jews; 

And  drive,  Avith  Dog-like  fury,  from  the  door, 

The  plaintive  murmurs  of  the  famish'd  poor ; 

The  Dame  who  bade  the  great  Sir  Francis  sell 

The  sacred  pulpit,  and  the  good  old  bell*. 

Forth  hobbled  she ;  and,  in  a  quick  shrill  tone, 

Thus  to  the  King  of  Nations  spoke  the  Crone  : 


*  Sir  Francis  DnJic.  Verily  this  it  a  lact.  Ttii;  naronet  latelj  disposfd  of  tbe 
Pulpit  Md  Bell  ofUic  old  Chapel  at  Nutnell,  ia  Devotubire,  buill  b>  fail  iia. 
morUl  Ancratur.  Tbe  aniiDal  iDtereil  of  Four  SluUings  mi  too  Bucinatiog  to 
be  witlif  UmmL 
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"  God  bless  us,  Sir ;  why  give  me  leave  to  say, 
Your  Majesty  is  throwing  things  away. 
What !  give  the  fellows  Wigs  for  every  head  ? 
A  piece  of  rare  extravagance  indeed ! 
Let  them  buy  Wigs  themsdves,  a  dirty  Crew  : 
An't  please  your  Majesty,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
You  buy  the  rascals  Wigs  indeed,  so  nice ! 
It  only  gives  encouragement  to  Lice. 
Marry  come  up  indeed,  I  say ;  new  Wigs ! 
No;  let  them  suffer  for't,  the  nasty  Pigs. 
Lord  !  they  can  well  afford  it :  Sir,  tlieir  Hair 
Costs  (Heaven  protect  us  !)  what  would  make  you  stare. 
Hours  in  the  Barber's  hands,  forsooth,  they  sit 
Reading  the  newspapers,  and  books  of  wit ; 
Just  like  our  Men  of  Quality,  forsooth, 
Each  ftiU-aged  gentleman,  and  dapper  youth  ; 
Newmarket  now,  and  now  the  Nation,  studying, 
In  clouds  of  Flour  sufficient  for  a  Pudding, 
lord,  what  extravagance  I  see  and  hear ! 
Unlike  your  Majesty,  and  Madam  there. 
Our  Great  consume  and  squander,  fling  away  ; 
Tis  rout  and  hubbub;  spend,  spend,  night  and  day. 
Such  racketing,  that  people's  peace  destroys ; 
As  if  the  world  was  only  made  for  noise. 
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Would  every  Duchess  copy  our  good  Queen, 

More  money  in  their  purses  would  be  seen. 

Her  Majesty  to  things  can  condescend, 

Which  our  fine  Quality,  with  nose  an  end, 

Behold  with  such  contempt,  and  such  a  grin, 

As  though  a  little  Saving  was  a  Sin. 

Her  Majesty,  God  bless  her !  does  not  scorn 

To  see  a  stocking  and  a  shoe  zcell  xvorn  ; 

To  mend,  or  darn,  or  clean,  a  lutestring  gown, 

So  mock'd  indeed  by  all  the  Great  in  town. 

Her  Majesty  at  Frogmore*,  day  and  night, 

Can  to  their  labour  keep  her  Pupils  tight ; 

See  that  to  Milliners  no  trifle  goes, 

That  may  be  done  beneath  her  own  great  nose. 

Her  Majesty  can  buy  a  hat,  or  cloak, 

In  shops,  indeed,  as  cheap  as  common  folk : 

She  will  not  be  imposed  upon,  she  says ; 

Oh  what  a  good  example  for  our  days  ! 

When  Prudence  dictates,  lo !  no  pride  she  feels : 

Could  order  shoes  to  come  with  copper  heels. 

Yes,  Majesty  could  nobly  pride  renounce, 

And  make  a  haadsome  Jacket  of  &  flounce  ; 

•  A  Purn  Mir  Wiodtor,  where  a  parcel  of  young  WomM,  \ht  prottxht  Ol 
Majesty,  are  consBnUy  employfd  m  wDriiins  btdsi  and  vet;  well  know  Um 
■Beaom;  oribe  pimsc,  "  Woikin;  one's  fingeri  lo  the  Btump'.' 
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'Stead  oi lawn  gauze,  descend  to  humble  crape; 
And,  'stead  of  ribbon,  draw  a  gown  «ilh  tape  ; 
Turn  hats  to  bonnets,  by  her  prudence  led. 
And  clean  a  tarnish'd  spangled  shoe  with  bread  ; 
A  gown's  worn  sleeve  from  long  to  short  devote. 
And  into  pockets  cut  an  upper  coat ; 
Cut  shifts  to  night-caps,  satin  cloaks  to  muffs, 
And  calmly  frill  groat  ribbons  into  ruffs  : 
Blest  with  the  rarest  economic  wits, 
Transform  an  old  silk  stocking  into  tnits  ; 
Transform  too  (so  convertible  are  things) 
E'en  flannel  petticoats  to  caps  for  Kings. 
And  then  your  Majesty,  whom  God  long  keep  ; 
How  fond  indeed  of  every  thing  that's  cheap! 
'  Best  is  best  cheap,'  you  very  wisely  cry ; 
And  so,  an't  please  your  Majesty,  say  I. 
Lord  bless  us !  why  should  people  spend  and  riot, 
"When  people  can  so  save  \yf  living  quiet  ? 
Give  to  the  poor,  forsooth  ?  a  rare  exploit ! 
Catch  what  you  can,  and  never  give  a  doit. 
To  Saving,  every  one  should  go  to  school ; 
To  my  mind,  Generosity's  a  foot. 
Give,  Sir,  no  Wigs  to  Cooks;  for,  as  I  say, 
Tis  kindness  and  good  money  flung  away." 
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Thus  ended  Avarice,  at  last,  her  Speech; 
With  praise  of  King,  and  Queen,  and  Saving,  rich. 
Such  words,  delivered  wilh  a  solemn  air, 
Gave  to  the  King  of  Men's  great  eye  a  stare. 
"  Right,  right,  'tis  very  right,"  the  Monarch  cries,     M 
And  on  his  millions  rolls  his  mental  eyes  :  / 

"  Right,  Mistress  Avarice;  right,  right,  indeed; 
I  won't  buy  Wigs  for  every  nasty  Head. 
No,  no;  they'll  save  it,  save  it,  as  you  say: 
I  won't,  I  won't,  I  ivon'l  fling  pence  away," 

Here  let  us  pause  again,  and  think  how  hard 
That  good  intentions  should  be  quickly  marr'd. 
Ah  !  Generosity's  a  tender  plant, 
Its  root  so  weakly,  and  its  bearings  scant. 
Self-love,  too  near  it,  robs  it  of  each  ray, 
And  thirsty  sucks  the  rills  of  life  away  ; 
Vile  Weed  (like  Docks,  m  coarsest  soil  which  start) 
That  thriveth  in  the  cold  and  flinty  heart. 

"Come,  come,  sitdown,"  the  Monarchdeign'd  to  rave; 
"  Cooks,   Cooks,    sit  down.     Come,   Barbers,   shave, 

shave,  shave. 
Yes,  yes,  I  think  'tis  right,  'tis  right  and  just; 
Indeed  you  must  be  shaved ;  you  must,  you  roust. 

VOL.  I.  X 
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Cooks  must  not  over  their  Superiors  tower  : 
We  must,  must  show  tiie  World  tiiat  we  liave  power." 
Thus,  by  ambition  fired,  the  Monarch  ended 
A  Speech  to  be  transcended,  but  not  mended. — 
What  different  roads  to  Fame,  Ambition  takes  ! 
What  hubbub  in  this  under-world  she  makes ! 
Ambition,  the  Queen-passion  of  the  soul : 
Even  Love,  sweet  Love,  indeed  has  less  control. 
Ambition  makes  the  wise,  aj'ool  at  Court ; 
Ambition  drowns  an  Alderman  in  Fort; 
Ambition  spurs  our  Great,  in  Plays  to  spout ; 

Spurr'd  Sir  John  Dick  to  gain  a  star  by  Crout ; 

Bade  Lady  Mary  for  a  Eunuch  sigh  ; 

And  Richmond  unto  Battles  turn  his  eye, 

To  beam  the  Cynosure  of  Bagshot  Wars, 

And  give  Posterity  a  British  Mars. 

Ambition  bade  sour  Johnson  lick  the  Throne, 

And  blink  at  every  Merit  bSt  his  own ; 

Boswell  with  Praise  a  Hottentot  besmear, 

And  ^ve  his  Country  up  to  lead  a  Bear. 

Ambition  bade  Sir  Will  make  new-old  Jugs, 

And  bake  an  immortality  in  Mugs ; 

Bade  round  the  World  the  famed  Sir  Joseph  float, 

To  kiss  Queen  Oberea  in  the  boat; 
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And  spurs  him  now  his  blood's  last  drop  to  shed, 

In  quest  of  Butterflies  without  a  Head. 

Ambition  nobly  spurr'd  the  King  of  Men 

To  walk  through  Herschell's  Tube,  and  back  agen ; 

A  deed  whose  lustre  Envy  must  allow, 

Deep  plann'd  at  Windsor,  and  perform'd  at  Slough.* — 

Ambition  spurr'd  a  Tttan  of  Hoyal  birth. 

To  humble  Madame  Schwellenberg  to  earth. 

Thus,  to  tiie  gardens  of  imperial  Kew 

When  Madame  Schwellenberg  for  health  withdrew, 

And  round  the  alleys  of  that  famed  abode, 

Sweet  ambling,  jigging,  on  a  Jackass  rode  ; 

Lo,  Majesty  so  sly,  with  stick  and  pin, 

Drove  the  sharp  mischief  through  Jack's  frighten'd 

skin! 
At  once  the  Beaat,  with  sudden  start  and  bound. 
Wild  plunging,  hurl'd  the  L*dy  to  the  ground  ; 
Where,  lo,  such  things  appeared  (her  iega  I  mean), 
As  never  ought  by  mortals  to  be  seen ; 
Legs  that  ne'er  saw,  ye  Gods,  the  sun  before; 
Such  legs,  as  set  great  Cesar  in  a  roar. — 
Ambition  bids  tlie  Man  of  Ropes,  or  Figs, 
Or  Fish,  or  Brass,  or  Foolscap,  Peas,  or  Pigs, 

•  A  r^^e  tKU  Viaimt,  Uic  tnidence  of  Dt.  UendwIL 
X  S 
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Sigh  for  the  Golden  Chain,  and  Coach  so  fair ; 
In  short,  to  shine  the  City's  Sun,  Lord  May'r: 
Blest  man  !  in  pomp  to  visit  at  St.  James, 
And  pour  his  gilded  barges  on  the  Thames ; 
Devour  ^>ith  Nobles  in  th'  Egyptian  Hal!, 
And  trip  it  with  a  Duchess  at  the  ball. 
Rich  honours  !  but  what  pity  my  Lord  May'r 
Should  lose  at  length  his  Chain  and  Coach  so  fair, 
And  gorgeous  Gown,  and  Wig,  and  bright  Attire, 
And  Converse  sweet  of  lord,  and  knight,  and  squire. 
Sheriffs,  and  councilmen,  and  common-hunt; 
To  sweat  with  Candtes,  or  witli  Hogs  to  grunt; 
Bid  waj.;  for  greasy  mutton-lights,  adieu ; 

Drop  wigs  for  night-caps ;  robes,  for  apron  blue ; 

And  quit  of  Justice  the  celestial  scales, 
To  weigh  cheese,  sugar,  tallow,  or  hobnails ! 

Instead  of  questions  from  the  Best  of  Kings, 

On  solid  matters,  consequential  tilings. 

To  hear  a  Raganmflin  in  his  shop, 

"  Soap,  Mfistcr  Guttle,  quick,  a  pound  of  soap;" 

With  such  a  careless,  broad,  irreverent  stare, 

As  tliough  the  Chandler  ne'er  had  been  Lord  May'r^ 

But  so  it  is  ;  poor  Merit  oft  complains  : 

Blest  is  the  mortal  boro  with  goose's  brains. 


What  signifies  the  Wisdom  of  the  schools, 
If  Fortune  only  will  make  love  to  fools? 

Now  to  the  Cooks,  O  wandering  Muse,  return, 
For,  lo!  our  Readers  with  impatience  bum. 
Awed  by  the  voice  of  King,  and  Queen,  and  Page, 
And  Madame  Schwellenberg's  relentless  rage, 
Down  sat  the  Cooks,  amid  a  wondering  host ; 

The  Barbers  laboured, and  the  Locks  were  lost!— 

Thus  when  Burgoyne,  opposing  all  the  Fates, 
Defied,  at  Saratoga,  General  Gates  ; 
Sudden  the  Hero  dropp'd  liis  threatening  fist, 
And  wisely  deem'd  it  folly  to  resist; 
Dropp'd  in  the  victor's  arms  (unlucky  lot !)» 
And  saw  his  Legions  sink  without  a  shot. — 


Speak,  heavenly  Goddess  ;  was  there  then  no  Fray, 
No  drops  of  Blood  effused  to  m^k  the  day? 
No  fisticuffs,  no  Eyes  as  black  as  Night, 
No  Cat-like  scratches,  no  revengeful  bite? — 
Nor  fisticuffs,  nor  Eyes  as  black  as  Night, 
Nor  Cat-like  scratches,  nor  revengeful  bite. 
The  Palace  witness'd.     Tims  the  Muse  divine 
Must  close,  without  one  drop  of  Blood,  the  line ; 
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And  Readers,  baulk'd  of  deeds  of  high  i-enown, 
Perhaps  shall,  grumbling  for  their  money,  frown. 
What  can  we  do,  if  Fate  produced  no  fray  ? 
The  Poet  dares  not  make  a  murderous  day. 
Should  Falsehood's  tale  my  sacred  Song  defile, 
Which  damneth  half  tii"  historians  of  our  isle ; 
How  could  I  hold  aloft  my  tuneful  head, 
Or  proudly  hope  at  Doomsday  to  be  read ; 
The  glowing  wish  of  every  Son  of  Rhyme, 
To  live  a  favourite  to  the  end  of  time  ? 
Yet  nought  were  easier  than  to  form  a  Fray, 
And  bring  a  dozen  Gods  to  aid  the  day : 
Yet  nought  were  easier  than  to  raise  a  Battle  ; 
Make  iron  head-piece  against  head-piece  rattle ; 
Nails  nails  oppose,  and  grinders  grinders  greet, 
Nose  poke  at  nose,  and  stomachs  stomachs  meet ; 
Wild-rolling  eye-balls  against  eye-balls  glare ; 
The  dusty  floor  be  strewed  with  teeth  and  hair ; 
Caps,  petticoats,  and  kerchiefs,  load  tlie  ground ; 
The  trembling  roofs  with  mingled  cries  resound  ; 
Legs  of  joint-stools,  and  clmu-s,  tlieir  vengeance  poura 
And  blocks  and  raopsticks  fly,  a  wooden  show'r; 
Raise  Clamours  equal  to  an  Indian  Yell, 
Transcended  only  by  the  Cries  of  Hell; 


"  And  bid  old  Erebus,  in  sulphur  strong, 
Display  hb  flaming  cauldron  in  our  song. — 

Proud  of  the  shave,  the  King  of  Nations  smil'd ; 
Nay,  laugh 'd  triumphant,  with  his  glory  wild. 
But  still,  to  show  his  justice,  thus  he  said : 
"  Mind,  mind  me,  Gentry  with  the  Shaven  Head; 
Know,  know,  die  Louse  belongs  to  some  oi you: 
It  is  a  Louse,  it  is ;  'tis  very  true  : 
Yes,  yes,  belongs  to  some  one  of  the  house ; 
I've  read  BufFon;  yes,  yes,  I  know  a  Louse." 
A  pill-box  then  he  oped,  with  eager  look. 
And  showed  llie  Crawler,  to  convince  each  Cook. — 
The  long-eaied  Beast  of  Balaam,  lo,  we  find, 
Sharp  to  tlie  beast  that  rode  him  spoke  his  mind : 
The  mournful  Xanthus*  (says  the  Bard  of  old), 
Of  Peleus*  warlike  Son  the  fortune  told  : 
Thus  to  the  captive  Louse  was  language  ^ven ; 
Which  proves  what  interest  Justice  holds  in  Heaven. 
The  Vermin,  rising  on  his  little  rump. 
Like  Ladies'  Lap-dogs  tliat  for  muffin  mump. 
Thus,  solemn  as  our  Bishops  when  they  preach. 
Made  to  the  Best  of  Kings  his  maiden  Speech  : 
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"  Know,  mighty  Monarch,  I  nas  bom  and  bred 
Deep  in  the  burrows  of  a  Page's  liead ; 
Tliere  took  I  sweet  Lousiila  unto  Wife, 
My  soul's  delight,  the  comfort  of  my  life : 
But  on  a  day,  your  Page,  Sir,  dared  invade 
Cowslip's  sweet  lips,  your  faithful  Dairy-maid ; 
Great  was  tlie  struggle  for  the  short-lived  bliss, 
At  length  he  won  the  long-contested  Kiss  : 
When,  'mid  the  strug^e,  thus  it  came  to  pass ; 
Down  dropp'd  ray  Wife  and  I  upon  the  Lass ; 
From  whence  we  crawled  (atjd  who's  without  ambition? 
Who  does  not  wish  to  better  his  condition  ?) 
To  you,  dread  Sir ;  where,  lo,  we  loved  and  fed, 
Charmed  with  the  fortune  of  a  greater  Head; 
Where,  safe  from  nail  and  comb,  and  blustering  wind, 
We  nestled  in  your  little  Lock  behind  ; 
Where  many  a  beauteous  Baby  plainly  proves, 
Heaven,  like  a  King's,  can  bless  a  Louse's  loves  ; 
Where  many  a  time,  at  Court,  I've  joined  your  Grace, 
And  with  you  gallop'd  in  tlie  glorious  chase; 
Lousiila  too,  my  Cliildren,  and  my  Nits, 
Just  frightcn'd  sometimes  out  of  all  their  wits. 
It  happen'd,  Sir  (ah  luckless,  luckless  day  !), 
I  fooliah  took  it  in  my  head  to  stray : 
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(How  many  a  father,  mother,  daughter,  son, 
Are  oft  by  Curiosity  undone!) 
Dire  wish!  for,  'midst  my  travels,  urged  by  Fate, 
From  You,  O  King,  I  fell  upon  your  Plate. 
Sad  was  the  Precipice ;  and  now  I'm  here, 
Far  from  Lousilla  and  my  Children  dear ; 
Who  now,  poor  souls  !  in  deepest  mourning  all, 
Groan  for  my  presence,  and  lament  my  fall. 
Nililla  now,  my  eldest  Girl,  with  sighs 
Bewails  her  Father  lost,  with  streaming  eyea ; 
And  GrubbinettOy  with  the  loveliest  mien, 
In  state,  in  temper,  and  in  form,  a  Queen ; 
And  sturdy  Snap,  my  Son,  a  child  of  grace, 
His  Father's  image  both  in  form  and  face ; 
And  Diggorj/,  poor  lad !  and  hopeful  Scratch, 
Boys  that  Lousilla's  soul  was  proud  to  hatch: 
And  little  Nibble  too,  my  youngest  Son, 
Will  ask  his  Mother  where  his  Father's  gone; 
Who  (poor  Lousilla  !)  only  will  reply  „ 

With  turtle-moan,  and  tears  in  either  eye.  , 

Thus,  Sir,  are  you  mistaken  all  this  while. 
And  Queen  and  Pages  that  our  race  revile; 
As  though  our  species  could  not  life  adorn. 
And  that  th'  Almighty  made  a  Louse  in  Kom. 
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Yet,  if  to  Genealogy  we  go, 

The  Louse  is  of  the  elder  house,  I  trow. 

Ere  God  (so  Moses  says*)  did  Man  create; 

Lo,  our  first  Parents  walked  the  World  in  state. — 

Such  is  the  history  of  your  loyal  Louse, 

Whose  presence  breeds  such  tumult  in  tlie  house: 

Thus,  Sir,  you  see  no  blame  to  Cooks  belong ; 

Thus  Majesty,  for  once,  is  in  the  wrong." 

Thus,  in  the  manly  tones  of  Fox  and  Pitt, 
To  George  intrepid  spoke  the  Son  of  Nit : 
Firm  in  his  language  to  the  King  of  wrath, 
As  little  David  to  the  Man  of  Oath  ; 
Ordain 'd,  in  oratory,  to  surpass 
The  Speech,  th'  immortal  Speech,  of  Balaam's  Ass. 

"  Lies,  lies,  lies,  lies!"  replied  the  furious  King ; 
"  'Tis  no  such  thing  :  no,  no,  'tis  no  such  tiling." 
Then  quick  he  aim'd,  of  red-hot  anger  full, 
His  nails  of  vengeance  at  the  Louse's  scull. 
But  Zephyr,  anxious  for  his  life,  drew  near, 
And  sudden  bore  him  to  a  distant  sphere ; 


•  The  LoDHibonsgreal  Biblical  knoiiled^, 
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In  triumph  raised  the  Animal  on  high, 
WTiere  Berenice's  Locks  adorn  the  Sky ; 
But  now  he  wished  him  nobler  fame  to  share. 
And  crawl  for  ever  on  Belmda's  Hair. 
Yet  to  the  Louse  was  greater  glory  given ; 
To  roll  a  Planet  on  the  splendid  Heaven, 
And  draw  of  deep  Astronomers  the  ken, 
The  Georgium  Sidus  of  the  Sons  of  Men. 
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EPISTLE 
TO  JAMES  BOSWELL,   ESQ. 


O  BoswELL,  Bozzy,  Bruce*,  whate'er  thy  name, 
Thou  mighty  Shark  for  anecdote  and  fame ; 
Thou  Jackali,  leading  Lion  Johnson  forth 
To  eat  Macphersonf  'midst  tiis  native  Nortli; 
To  frighten  grave  Professors  with  his  roar, 
And  sliake  the  Hebrides  from  shore  to  shore : 
All  hail! — At  length,  ambitious  Thane,  thy  rage 
To  give  one  spark  to  Fame's  bespangled  page, 
Is  amply  gratified  ;  a  thousand  eyes 
Survey  thy  books  with  rapture  and  surprise. 
Loud,  of  thy  Tour,  a  thousand  tongues  have  spoken. 
And  wondered  that  thy  bones  were  never  broken. 

•  Tide  note,  page  llj  of  bi*  "  Journal.* 

t  The  TniHlatar  (but  in  Dr.  Jolinum'*  opioioa  Ihe  Aathoi)  of  tite  P»cm> 
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Triumphant,  thou  through  Time's  vast  gulf  shalt  sail. 
The  Pilot  of  our  Literary  Whale; 
Close  to  the  Classic  Rambler  slialt  thou  cliug. 
Close  as  a  supple  Courtier  to  a  King  : 
Fate  shall  not  shake  thee  off,  with  all  its  power; 
Stuck,  like  a  Bat  to  some  old  ivied  Tower. 
Nay,  though  thy  Johnson  ne'er  had  bless'd  thy  eyes, 
Paoli's  deeds  had  raised  thee  to  the  skies i^j^' 
Yes ;  his  broad  wing  had  raised  thee  (no  baonack), 
A  Tom-Tit  twittering  on  an  Eagle's  back. 

Thou,  curious  Scrapmonger,  shalt  live  in  song 
When  Death  has  still'd  the  rattle  of  thy  tongue ; 
E'en  future  babes  to  lisp  lliy  name  shall  learn, 
And  Bozzy  join  with  Wood  and  Tommy  Hearn, 
Who  drove  tlie  Spiders  from  much  prose  and  rhyme. 
And  snatch'd  old  stories  from  the  jaws  of  Time. 
Sweet  is  thy  page*,  I  ween,  that  dotK  recite 
How  thou  and  Johnson,  arm  in  arm,  one  night, 
March'd  through  fair  Edinburgh's  Pactolian  show'rs, 
Which  Cloacina  bountifully  poui-s; 
Those  gracious  show'rs  that  fraught  with  fragrance  flow. 
And  gild,  like  Gingerbread,  the  World  below. 
How  sweetly  grumbled  too  was  Sam's  remark, 
"  I  smell  you,  Waster  Bozzy,  in  the  dark  I" 

•  Vide  \iage  14. 
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Alas!  Historians  arc  confounded  dull, 

A  dim  Gceotia  reigns  in  every  scull : 

Mere  Dcasts  of  Burden,  broken-winded,  slow, 

Heavy  as  Cart-horses,  along  they  go ; 

While  thou,  a  Will-o'-th'-wiap,  art  here,  art  there, 

Wild  darting  corugcation.s  every  where. 


Wliat  tasteless  mouth  can  gape,  what  eye  can  close. 
What  head  can  nod,  o'er  thy  enlivening  Prose? 
To  others'  \\'orks,  tlie  Works  of  thy  inditing 
Are  doivnright  Diamonds  to  the  Eyes  of  Whiting. 
Think  not  I  flatter  tliee,  my  flippant  friend  ; 
For  well  I  know  that  Flattery  would  offend  : 
Yet  honest  Praise,  I'm  sure,  thou  wouldst  not  shun, 
Born  with  a  stoniacii  to  digest  a  tun. 
Who  can  refuse  a  sraile,  that  reads  thy  page 
Where  surly  Sam,  inflamed  with  Tory  rage,  i 

Nassau  bescouudrets ;  and,  with  anger  bi^ 
Swears  Whigs  are  Rogues,  and  every  Rogue  a  Whi 
Who  will  not  too  tliy  pen's  tninutia  bless. 
That  gives  Posterity  the  Rambler's  Dress*  r 
Mcthinks  I  view  his  full  plain  suit  of  brown, 
The  large  grey  bushy  wig  that  graced  his  crown, 
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Black  worsted  stockings,  little  silver  buckles, 

And  shirt  that  had  no  ruffles  for  bis  knuckles. 

I  mark  the  brown  great-coat  of  cloth  he  wore, 

That  two  huge  Palagoniaii  pockets  bore. 

Which  Patagonians  (wondrous  to  unfold  !) 

Would  fairly  both  his  Dictionaries  hold. 

I  see  the  Rambler*  on  a  large  bay  Mare,  fl 

Just  like  a  Centaur,  every  danger  dare  ;  '  "^ 

On  a  full  gallop  dash  the  yielding  wind, 

The  Colt  and  Bozzy  scampering  close  behind. 

Of  Lady  Lochbuyf  with  what  glee  we  read, 
Who  offered  Sam,  for  breakfast,  cold  Sheep's  Head  ; 
Who,  prcss'd  and  worried  by  this  Dame  so  civil, 
Wish'd  the  sheep's  head  and  woman's  at  the  Devil ! 


I  see  you  sailing  both  in  Buchan's  Pot-|- : 
Now  storming  an  old  woman  and  her  cotj  ; 
Who,  terrified  at  each  tremendous  Shape, 
Deemed  you  two  Demons  ready  for  a  rape. 
I  see  all  marvelling  at  Macleod's  together, 
At  Sam's  remarks  on  whey  and  tanning  leather^ 
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At  Corrichatachin's  *  the  Lord  knows  how, 

I  see  thee,  Bozzy,  drunk  as  David's  Sow, 

And  begging,  witli  raised  eyes  and  lengthen'd  chin, 

Heaven  not  to  damn  thee  for  the  deadly  sin. 

I  see  too  the  stem  Moralist  regale, 

And  pen  a  Latin  Ode  to  Mistress  Thralef- 

I  see,  without  a  night-cap  on  his  head. 

Rare  sight !  bald  Sam  in  the  Pretender's  bedj.. 

I  hear  (what's  wonderful),  unsought  by  studying, 

His  classic  Dissertation  upon  Pudding  J: 

Of  Provost  Jopp  I  mark  the  marvelling  face§, 

Who  gave  the  Rambler's  Freedom  with  a  grace. 

I  see  too,  travelling  from  the  Isle  of  EggH, 

The  humble  servant  of  a  horse's  leg^  ; 

And  Snip  the  Taylor,  from  the  Isle  of  MuckJt, 

Who  slitch'd  in  Sky  with  tolerable  luck. 

I  see  the  Horn  that  Drunkards  must  adore; 

The  Horn,  tlic  mighty  Horn,  of  Rorie  More**  ; 

And  bloody  Shields  tliat  guarded  Hearts  in  quarrels, 

Now  guard  from  Rats  the  milk  and  butter  Barrels. 

Mcthinks  the  Caledonian  Dame  I  see 

Familiar  sitting  on  the  Rambler's  knee ; 


■  Vide  pq 
I  p.  375. 
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Charming,  vrith  kisses  sweet,  the  chuckling  Sage ; 

Melting  with  sweetest  smiles  the  frost  of  age ; 

Like  Sol,  who  darts  at  times  a  cheerfiil  ray 

O'er  the  wan  visage  of  a  Winter's  Day. 

"  Do  it  again,  my  dear,"  I  hear  Sam  cry  : 

"  See  who  first  tires,  my  Charmer,  you  or  I." 

I  see  tliec  stuffing,  with  a  hand  uncouth, 

An  old  dried  Whiting  in  thy  Johnson's  mouth ; 

And  \o !  I  see,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 

Thy  Johnson  spit  the  Whiting  out  a^in. 

Rare  Anecdotes  !  'tis  Anecdotes  like  these 

That  hring  thee  glory,  and  tlie  Million  please  : 

On  these  shall  future  times  delighted  stare, 

Thou  charming  Haberdasher  of  Small  ^Vare. 

Stewart  and  Robertson  from  thee  shall  learn, 

The  simple  charms  of  History  to  discern  ; 

To  thee,  fair  History's  palm  shall  Livy  yield, 

And  Tacitus  to  Bozzy  leave  the  field : 

Joe  Miller's  self,  whose  page  such  Fun  provokes, 

Shall  quit  his  shroud,  to  grin  at  Bozzy 's  Jokes. 

How  are  we  all  «'ith  rapture  touched,  to  sec 

Where,  when,  and  at  what  Iiour,  you  swallowed  Teii^ 

How  once,  to  grace  this  Asiatic  treat. 

Came  Haddocks,  which  the  Rambler  could  not  eat ! 
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Pleased,  on  tliy  Book  thy  Sovereign's  eye-balls  roll. 
Who  loves  a  Gossips  Story  from  his  soul. 
Blest  with  the  inCMiory  of  the  Persian  king*. 
He  every  body  Icnows,  and  every  thbg ; 
Who's  dead,  who's  married,  what  poor  Girl  beguil'd 
Hath  lost  a  paramour  and  found  a  child ; 
Which  Gardener  hath  most  cabbages  and  peas. 
And  wliich  Old  Woman  hath  most  hives  of  bees ; 
Which  Farmer  boasts  the  most  prolific  sows, 
Cocks,  hens,  geese,  turkeys,  goats,  sheep,  bulls,  and  cows ; 
M'hich  Barber  best  the  Ladies'  locks  can  curl; 
Which  house  in  M'mdsor  sells  the  finest  Purl ; 
Which  C'liimney-sweep  best  beats,  in  gold  array, 
J  lis  brush  and  shovel,  on  the  first  of  May  ; 
Whose  Dancing-dogs  in  rigadoons  excel ; 
And  whose  the  Puppet-show  that  bears  the  bell ; 
Which  clever  smith  the  prettiest  i\fan-trap  makesf, 
To  save  from  tliieves  the  Royal  ducks  and  drakes, 
The  Guinea  hens  and  peacocks,  with  tlieir  eggs, 
And  catch  his  loving  Subjects  by  the  legs. 
Oh !  since  the  Prince  of  Gossips  reads  thy  book, 
To  wimt  high  honours  may  not  Bozzy  look  ? 

•Cyrai, 

t  Hn  Majntf  bMh  |ibnlci)  ■  number  of  Uioie  tnut;  Onvdiana  vDOiid  bii 
Pjrfciin'iiiduii,  toi  tine  Unrfii  oflbv  PobUc. 


326 


EPISTLE  TO  JAMES   BOSWELL,  ESQ. 


The  sunshine  of /iw  Smile  may  soon  be  ttiine: 
Perchance,  in  Converse  thou  mayst  hear  liim  shine  : 
Perchance,  to  stamp  thy  merit  through  the  Nation, 
He  begs  of  Johnson's  Life  thy  Dedication  ; 
Asks  questions  of  thee,  O  thou  lucky  elf, 
And  kindly  answers  every  one  himself*. 
Blest  with  the  classic  learning  of  a  CuUegef, 
Our  King  is  not  a  Miser  in  his  knmckdge  : 
Nought  in  the  storehouse  of  his  brains  turns  musty ; 
No  Razor-wit,  for  want  of  use,  grows  rusty  : 
Whate'er  his  head  suggests,  whate'er  he  knows, 
Free  as  Election  Beer  from  tubs  it  flows; 
Yet,  ah !  superior  far,  it  boasts  the  merit 
Of /(crer  fuddling  people  with  the  spirit. 


*  Jost  aflei'  Dr.  Juliiuoii  liad  b«en  Iiononred  witb  in  interview  w 
Great  Pcnotmge,  in  tlie  Qoeco's  Libnry  al  Buckuigham  Hoiue,  Lc  was  interna 
pited  )iy  »  fnead  toaccTaing  hii  reception,  and  lii>  opinion  of  [lie  Royal  >■- 
tellcct.  "  His  Majcsly  wenu  to  bf  posbcued  of  tome  good-nature  and  much 
cariout;,'  replied  the  Doctor:  "as  for  hi*  >«ic,  il  is  far  from  contemptible. 
Hb  M^jeatj indeed wu  nHlfiranoiu  in  his facrtioni;  but,lhank God, be auiwered 
liiem  all  htmwfT-" 

(  lliii  a  a  Fcry  exfroordinary  ciiCDinEiance,  as  the  late  Princess  Da«mg«r  re- 
tailing three  parts  af  tlut  money  ordeied  far  the  education  of  her  Cbildrrn.  Tlie 
cITeel  of  Uiis  alimrd  conduct  was  to  conspicoous  in  her  Daui^liter  MatiUhi,  that 


tlie  letters  received  fiom  her  doling  her  residence  in  Denmai-k  men  ■bfolntcly 
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Say,  Bozzy,  when,  to  bless  our  anxioua  sight,       ^ 
When  shall  thy  Volume*  burst  the  gates  of  light? 
Oh  !  clothed  in  ca/J]  ambitious  Brat,  be  bom ; 
Our  kitchens,  parlours,  libraries,  adorn. 
My  Fancy's  keen  anticipating  eye, 
A  thousand  charming  Anecdotes  can  spy: 
I  read,  I  read,  of  George  the  learn 'd  display 
On  Lowtli's  and  Warburtona  immortal  fray  ■\  ; 
Of  George,  whose  Brain,  if  right  the  mark  I  hit, 
Fonns  one  huge  Cyclopedia  of  wit; 
That  holds  the  ^visdom  of  a  thousand  ages, 
And  frightens  all  his  Workmen  and  his  Pages. 
O  Bozzy,  still  thy  tell-tale  plan  pursue  : 
Tlie  World  is  wondrous  fond  of  something  new; 
And  let  but  Scandal's  breath  embalm  the  page. 
It  lives  a  welcome  guest  from  age  to  age. 
Not  only  say  who  breathes  an  arrant  knave, 
But  who  hath  sneak 'd  a  rascal  to  his  grave : 
Make  o'er  his  turf  (in  Virtue's  cause)  a  rout. 
And,  like  a  damned  good  Christian,  pull  him  out 


*  TI4C  Ufe  of  Dr.  Johiuon. 

•  Hit  Majcily'i  commcnlsi?  on  tlie  Quiurel  in  which  Uie  Bvliop  and  the 
Uoctoi  pcllcd  one  wiolhcr  wilb  dirt  sn  frnrpfoUy.  will  br  ■  tinuiire  to  (be 
Loven  of  Lileralore.    Mr.  Bossell  hath  u  gooJ  m  piotnieed  it  lo  tlie  Public,  ' 


ID>1  "f  lii>l'e  innini  to  koi-p  !ii^  WNitL 
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Without  a  fear,  on  families  harangue  ; 

Say  who  shall  lose  tlieir  ears,  and  who  shall  hang; 

Publish  the  demireps,  and  punks;  nay  more, 

Declare  ivhat  virtuous  wife  will  be  a  whore. 

Thy  brilliant  brain  conjecture  can  supply, 

To  charm  through  every  leaf  the  eager  eye. 

The  Blue  Stocking  society*  describe. 

And  give  thy  comment  on  each  joke  and  jibe ; 

Tell  what  the  Women  are,  their  wit,  their  quality. 

And  dip  them  in  thy  streams  of  immortality. 

l£i  Lord  Macdonald  threat  thy  breech  to  kick  |, 
And  o'er  thy  shrinking  sliouldera  shake  his  stick: 
Treat  with  contempt  the  menace  of  this  Lord  ; 
Tis  History's  province,  Bozzy,  to  record. 
Though  Wilkes  abuse  thy  Brain,  that  airy  Mill, 
And  swear  poor  Johnson  murdered  by  Uiy  quill; 
What's  that  to  tJicc?    Why,  let  the  Victim  bleed  ; 
Thy  end  is  answered,  if  the  Nation  read. 


•  AClubdueflycompoHdofRMutlraninf  Lodiei,  to  wUcli  Mr.  Bonrdl « 
kdnitted. 

t  A  letter  of  Mvere  mnomtimcA  was  aeot  to  Mr.  Bnwett;  who.  in  Cii 
Hqucnce,  oniilted  in  Die  icrond  oditian  of  his  Jourrul,  whal  ia  m  geoenlty 
plFuing  to  (lie  Public,  \'a.  the  scamlDloni  pauages  rtlatire  bi  Uiii  Noble- 
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The  fiddlbg  Knight',  and  tuneful  Mistress  Thrale, 

Who  frequent  hobb'd  or  nobb'd  with  Sam  in  ale, 

Snatch  up  llie  pen  (as  tliirst  of  fame  inspires), 

To  write  his  jokes  and  stories  by  their  fires; 

Then  why  not  thou  each  joke  and  tale  enrol, 

Who,  like  a  watchful  Cat  before  a  hole, 

Full  twenty  years  (inflamed  with  letter'd  pride) 

Didst  mousing  sit  before  Sam's  mouth  so  wide, 

To  catch  as  many  scraps  as  thou  wcrt  able, 

A  very  I.,azarus  at  the  Rich  Man's  table  ? 

What  tliough  against  tliee  Porters  bounce  tlie  doorf. 

And  bid  thee  hunt  for  secrets  there  no  more; 

With  pen  and  ink  so  ready  at  thy  coat, 

£xciseman-like,  each  syllable  to  note, 

That,  given  to  Printers'  Devils  (a  precious  load !}, 

On  wings  of  print  comes  flying  all  abroad? 

Watch  then  tlie  venal  Valets,  S7mck  tlie  Maids, 

And  try  with  gold  to  make  them  rogues  and  jades. 

Yet  should  tlitir  honesty  thy  bribes  resent; 

Fly  to  thy  fertile  genius,  and  invent: 


r  Mtdtmc  Piotzi> 


I  B  lilvnJly  (rue ;  "  inbody  i>  it  hame."    Our  Great  People  wml  Um 
nlnli  Mr.  BoiwclTt  «elur[M  to  isunortaljty.    Though  in  Loadoo,  poor 


!•  Sir  John  HawkiD.".  who  (a>  well  «i  Mrs.  Thra1«, 
IhCTalem  ut  willi  u  Life  ortbe  Leiiicogn|>twr. 
iTl 
■"■J 
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Like  old  Voltaire,  who  placed  his  greatest  glory 
In  cooking  up  an  etiteitaiiiing  story ; 
Who  laughed  at  Truth,  whene'er  her  simple  tongue 
Would  snatch  Amusement  from  a  tale  or  song. 

Oh!  while  amid  the  Anecdotic  mine 
Thou  labour'st  hard  to  bid  thy  Hero  shine, 
Run  to  Bolt  Court*,  exert  thy  Curll-like  soulf, 
And  fish  for  golden  leaves  from  hole  to  hole : 
Find  when  he  ate  and  draiik,  and  cough 'd  and  sneezed; 
Let  all  his  motions  in  thy  Book  be  squeezed : 
On  tales,  however  strange,  impose  thy  claw ; 
Yes,  let  thy  Amber  lick  up  every  Straw  : 
Sam's  nods,  and  winks,  and  laughs,  will  form  a  treat; 
For  all  tliat  breathes  of  Johnson  must  be  great. 

Blest  be  thy  labours,  most  adventurous  Bozzy, 
Bold  rival  of  Sir  John  and  Dame  Piozzi; 
Heavens,  with  what  Laurels  shall  thy  head  be  crown'd!  I 
A  Grove,  a  Forest,  shall  thy  ears  surround. 
Yes ;  while  the  Rambler  shall  a  Comet  blaze, 
And  gild  a  world  of  darkness  witli  its  rays. 
Thee  too  that  world  with  wonderment  shall  hail, 
A  lively  bouncing  Cracker  at  his  tail. 

■  In  Flpelslreel.  wlirrc  Hit  Doctor  lived  and  died, 
t  Curll  the  Booksellf^r  frequently  bnbed  people  lo  liaut  llie  Teoiplea  of  C 
ciw  for  Popt'»  and  Swift')  Leltera. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


As  Mr.  BosncU's  Journal  hath  afforded  such  universal 
pleasure  by  the  relation  of  minute  incidents,  and  the 
Great  Moralist's  opinions  of  men  and  things,  during 
his  Northern  Tour;  it  will  be  adding  greatly  to  the 
Anecdotical  treasury,  as  well  as  making  Mr.  Boswell 
happi/,  to  communicate  part  of  a  Dialogue  that  took 
place  between  Dr.  Johnson,  and  tiie  Author  of  tliis 
Congratulatory  Epistle,  a  few  months  before  the 
Doctor  paid  the  great  debt  of  nature.  The  Doctor 
was  very  cheerful  that  day  :  had  on  a  black  coaf 
and  waistcoat,  a  black  plush  pair  of  breeches,  and 
black  worsted  stockings ;  a  handsome  grey  wig,  a  ' 
shirt,  a  muslin  neckclotli,  a  black  pair  of  buttons  in 
his  shirt-sleeves,  a  pair  of  shoes  ornamented  with  the 
very  identical  little  buckles  that  accompanied  the  Phi- 
losopher to  the  Hebrides;  his  nails  were  very  neatly 
pared,  and  his  beard  fresh-shaved  with  a  razor  fabri- 
cated by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Savigny. 

P.  P.   "  Pray  Doctor,    what  is  your  opinion  <rf  \ 
Mr.  Boswcll's  literary  powers?" 
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Johnson.  "^^Kr,  my  opinion  is,  that  whenever  Bozzy 
expires,  ■  he  will  create  no  vacuum  in  the  region  of 
literature:  he  seems  strongly  affected  by  tlie  cacoethes 
scribendi;  wishes  to  be  thought  a  rara  avis,  and 
in  truth  so  he  is — your  knowledge  in  Ornithology,  Su:, 
will  easily  discover  to  what  species  of  Bird  I  allude." 
(Here  the  Doctor  shook  his  head,  and  laughed.) 
P.  P,  *'  M'hat  think  you,  Sir,  of  his  Account  of 
Corsica  ? — of  his  character  of  Paoli  ?  " 

Johnson,  "  Sir,  he  hath  made  a  Mountain  of  a 
Wart.  But  Paoli  has  virtues.  The  Account  is  a 
farrago  of  disgusting  egotism  and  pompous  inanity." 
P.  P.  "  I  have  heard  it  whispered,  Doctor,  that 
should  you  die  before  him,  Mr,  Boswell  means  to 
write  your  Life." 

Johison.  "  Sir,  he  cannot  mean  me  so  irreparable 
an  injury.  Which  of  us  shall  die  first,  is  only  known 
to  the  Great  Disposer  of  events;  but  were  I  sure 
that  James  Boswell  would  write  my  Life,  I  do  not 
know  whctlier  I  would  not  anticipate  the  measure  by 
taking  his." 

(Here  he  made  three  or  four  strides  across  the  room, 
and  returned  to  his  chair  with  violent  emotion.)         • 

P.  P.  "  I  am  afraid  tliat  he  means  to  do  you  the 
&vour." 
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Johnson.  "  He  dares  not :  he  would  make  a  Scare- 
crow of  me.  I  give  him  liberty  to  fire  his  blunderbuss 
in  his  own  face,  but  not  murder  me.  Sir,  I  heed 
not  his  avrog  $^et.  Boswell  write  my  Life !  why  the 
fellow  possesses  not  abilities  for  writing  the  Life  of  an 
^phemeron.^ 
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Et  cantare  pares,  et  respondere  parati. 

Virgil. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

On  the  Death  of  Doctor  Johnson,  a  Number  of  People,  ambitious  of  beings 
distingnished  from  the  mute  Part  of  their  Species,  set  abont  relating  and 
printing  Stories  and  Bons-mots  of  that  celebrated  Moralist.  Among  the  most 
xeaUnu,  thongh  not  the  most  enlightened,  appeared  Mr.  Boswell  and  Madame 
Piozzi,  tlie  Hero  and  Heroine  of  our  Eclogue.  They  are  supposed  to  have  in 
Contemplation  the  Life  of  Johnson ;  and,  to  prmee  their  biographical  Abilities, 
appeal  to  Sir  John  Hawkins  for  his  Decision  on  their  respective  Merits,  by 
Quotations  from  their  printed  Anecdotes  of  the  Doctor.  Sir  John  hears 
them  with  unccmmm  Patience,  and  determines  rery  properly  on  tlie  Preten- 
tions of  the  contending  Parties. 
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When  Johnson  sought  (as  Shakspeare  aays)  that  bourn 
Froin  whence,  alas  !  no  travellers  return 
(In  humbler  English,  when  the  Doctor  died), 
Apollo  whimper'd,  and  the  Muses  cried ; 
Parnassus  moped  for  days,  in  business  slack, 
And,  like  a  Hearse,  the  Hill  was  hung  with  black  ; 
Minerva,  sighing  for  her  favourite  Son, 
Pronounced,  with  lengthened  face,  the  World  undone; 
Her  Owl  too  hooted  in  so  loud  a  style. 
That  people  might  have  heard  the  Bird  a  mile : 
Jove  iviped  his  eyes  so  red ;  and  told  hia  Wife, 
He  ne'er  made  Johnson's  equal  in  his  life ; 
And  that  'twould  be  a  long  time  ere,  if  ever, 
His  art  could  form  a  fellow  half  so  clever : 
Venus,  of  all  the  little  I^ves  the  Dam, 
With  all  the  Graces,  sobb'd  for  Brother  Sam; 
Such  were  the  heavenly  bowlings  for  his  death, 
As  if  Dame  Nature  had  resigned  her  breath. 
z2 
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Nor  less  sonorous  was  the  grief,  I  ween, 
Amidst  the  natives  of  our  earthly  scene  : 
From  Beggars,  to  the  Great  who  hold  the  help, 
One  Johnso-mania  raged  through  all  the  Realm. 

"  Whoy'  cried  tlie  World,  "  can  match  his  Prose  or 
Rhyme  ? 
O'er  Wits  of  modern  days  he  towers  sublime; 
An  Oak,  wide-spreading  o*er  the  Shrubs  below, 
That  round  his  roots,  with  puny  foliage,  blow ; 
A  Pyramid  amidst  some  barren  waste. 
That  frowijs  o'er  Huts  the  sport  of  every  blast ; 
A  mighty  Atlas,  whose  aspiring  head 
O'er  distant  regions  cast  an  awful  shade. 
By  Kings  and  Beggars,  lo !  his  tales  are  told. 
And  every  Sentence  glows  a  Grain  of  Gold, 
Blest  who  his  philosophic  Phiz  can  take, 
Catch  even  his  weaknesses,  his  Noddle's  shake. 
The  lengthened  Lip  of  scorn,  the  forehead's  Scowl, 
The  louring  Eye's  contempt,  and  Bear-like  Growl. 
In  vain  the  Critics  aim  their  toothless  rage ; 
Mere  Sprats,  tliat  venture  war  with  Whales  to  wage: 
Unmoved  he  stands,  and  feels  their  force  no  more 
Than  some  huge  Rock  amidst  the  watry  roar, 
That  calmly  bears  tlie  tumults  of  the  deep, 
And  howling  tempests  that  as  well  may  sleep." 
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Strong  'midst  tlie  Rambler's  Cronies  was  the  rage 
To  fill  with  Sara's  Bons-mots  and  Tales  the  page; 
Mere  Flies,  that  buzz'd  around  his  setting  Ray, 
And  bore  a  splendour  on  tlieir  wings  away  : 
Thus  round  his  orb  the  pigmv  Planets  run, 
And  catch  their  little  lustre  from  the  Sun. 

At  length,  rush'd  fprth  two  Candidates  for  fame ; 
A  Scotchman  one,  and  one  a  London  Dame: 
That,  by  th'  emphatic  Johnson  christened  Bozzy ; 
This,  by  the  Bishop's  licence,  Dame  Piozzi ; 
Whose  widowed  name,  by  Topers  loved,  was  Thrale, 
Bright  m  the  annals  of  Election  Ale ; 
A  name,  by  marriage  tliat  gave  up  the  ghost, 
In  poor  Pcdocchio  (uo ;  Piozzi)  lost*. 
Ilach  seized  with  ardour  wild  the  grey-goose  Quill : 
Each  set  to  woric  tlie  intellectual  Mill; 
That  Pecks  of  Bran  so  coarse  began  to  pour, 
i  To  one  poor  solitary  Grain  of  Flour. 

Forth  rvish'd  to  light  their  Books ;  but  who  should  say. 
Which  bore  the  palm  of  Anecdote  away  ? 


*  Tlie  Antlmr  wis  neaily  rnmm 

iiiinfi  n  hluditer:  rutliinalo 

iBdtetl  «u  hb 

ncolkcliun ;  it  /'tdoocAio  lipiifiti 

in  tllc  Italiuo  bngnagc.  tliiit 

mint  cDiiiniipI' 

jbk  of  uunala,  ■£<««. 

^ 
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This  to  decide,  the  rival  Wits  agreed 

Befoi-e  Sir  John  their  tales  and  jokes  to  read ; 

And  let  the  Knight's  opiDion  in  the  strife, 

Declare  the  properest  pen  to  write  Sam'e  Life: 

Su"  John,  renowned  for  Musical  palavers*  ; 

The  Prince,  the  King,  the  Emperor,  of  Quavers: 

Sharp  in  solfeggi,  as  the  sharpest  Needle ; 

Great  in  the  noble  art  of  tweedle-tweedle ; 

Of  Music's  College  formed  to  be  a  Fellow, 

Fit  for  Mus.  D.  or  Maestro  di  Capella  ; 

Whose  Volume,  though  it  here  and  there  offends, 

Boasts  German  merit — makes  by  bulk  amends. 

High-placed  the  venerable  Quarto  sits, 

Superior  frowning  o'er  Octavo  wits 

And  Duodecimos ;  ignoble  scum, 

Poor  prostitutes  to  every  vulgar  thumb ; 

While,  undefiled  by  literary  rage. 

He  bears  a  spotless  leaf  from  age  to  age. 

Like  School-boys,  lo  !  before  a  two-armed  chair 
That  held  the  Knight  m  ise-judging,  stood  tlie  Pair : 
Or  like  two  Ponies  on  tlie  sportiug-ground, 
Prepared  to  gallop  m  hen  tlip  drum  should  sound, 


•  Vide  luB  Hntory  vf  Muiic. 
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The  Couple  ranged;  for  victory  both  as  keen, 

As  for  a  tottering  Bishopric  a  Dean ; 

Or  patriot  Burke,  for  giving  glorious  bastings 

To  that  intolerable  fellow  Hastings. 

Thus  witli  their  sougs  contended  Virgil's  Swains, 

And  made  the  valleys  vocal  witli  their  strains, 

Before  some  Greybeard  sage,  whose  judgement  ripe 

Gave  Goats  for  Prizes  to  tlie  prettiest  pipe. 

"  Alternately  in  Anecdotes  go  on ; 
But  first  begin  you,  Madam,"  cried  Sir  John. 
Tlic  thankful  Dame  low  curtseyed  to  the  Chair, 
And  thus,  for  victory  panting,  read  tlie  Fair: — 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
•  Sam  Johnson  was  of  Michael  Johnson  born ; 

Whose  shop  of  books  did  Litchfield  town  adorn : 
Wrong-headed,  stubborn  us  a  halter "d  Ram ; 
In  short,  the  model  of  our  Hero  Sam : 
Inclined  to  madness  too  ;  for  when  his  shop 
Fell  down,  for  want  of  cash  to  buy  a  prop. 
For  fear  the  thieves  might  steal  the  vanished  store 
He  duly  went  each  night  and  lock'd  the  door. 


■  Vide  Pioiti't  AnecUotet,  p.  3. 


344  BOZZY  AND  PlOZZr, 

BOZZY*. 

While  Johnson'  ^as  in  Edinburgh,  my  Wife, 
To  please  his  palate,  studied'  for  her  life  : 
With  every  rarity  she  filled  her  house, 
And  gave  the  Doctor,  for  his  dinner,  gfousie. 

Madame  Piozzif. 

Dear  Doctor  Johnson  was  in  size  an  Ox ; 
And  from  his  uncle  Andrew  leam'd  to  boa:  : 
A  man  to  Wrestlers  and  to  Bruisers  dear, 
Who  kept  the  ring  in  Smithfield  a  whole  year. 
The  Doctor  had  an  uncle  too,  ador'd 
By  jumping  gentry,  called  Cornelius  Ford ; 
Who  jump'd  in  Boots,  which  Jumpers  never  choose, 
Far  as  a  famous  Jumper  jurnp'd  in  Shoes, 

Bozzy|. 

At  supper  rose  a  dialogue  on  Witches, 
When  Crosbie  said  there  could  not  be  such  bitches ; 
And  tliat  'twas  blasphemy  to  think  such  Hags 
Could  stir  up  storms,  and  on  their  broomstick  Nags 
Gallop  along  the  air  with  wondrous  pacie, 
And  boldly  fly  in  God  Almighty's  face : 

*  Bozzy't  Tour,  p.  38.  t  Piozzi't  Aneedotes,  p.  5.  4  P.  59. 
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But  Johnson  answer'd  him,  "  There  might  be  Witches; 
Nought  proved  the  non-existence  of  the  bitches." 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
When  Thrale,  as  nimble  as  a  Boy  at  School, 
Leap'd,  though  fatigued  mth  hunting,  o'er  a  Stool  j 
The  Doctor,  proud  the  same  grand  feat  to  do, 
His  powers  exerted,  and  jump'd  over  too; 
And,  though  he  might  a  broken  back  bewail, 
He  scorn'd  to  be  eclips'd  by  Mister  Thrale. 

Bozzyf. 
At  Ulinish,  our  Friend,  to  pass  the  time, 
Regaled  us  with  his  Knowledges  sublime  ; 
Sliowed  tliat  all  sorts  of  Learning  fiU'd  bis  knob, 
And  that  hi  Butchery  lie  could  bear  a  bob. 
He  sagely  told  us  of  the  dlfierent  feat 
Employed  to  kill  the  Animals  we  eat. 
*'  An  Ox,"  says  he,  "  in  country  and  in  town, 
Is  by  the  Butchers  constantly  knocked  dmcn  ; 
As  for  that  lesser  animal,  a  Calf, 
The  knock  is  really  not  so  strong  by  half; 
The  beast  is  only  stumi'd  ;  but  as  for  Goats, 
And  Sheep,  and  Lambs,  the  Butchers  cut  their  tlu-oats. 
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Those  fellows  only  want  to  keep  them  quiet, 
Not  choosing  that  the  brutes  should  breed  a  riot.'' 

Madame  Piozzi*. 

When  Johnson  was  a  child,  and  swallowed  pap, 

Twas  in  his  Mother's  old  maid  Catherine's  lap. 

•^ 

There  while  he  sat,  he  took  in  wondrous  Learning; 
For  much  his  bowels  were  for  Knowledge  yearning : 
There  heard  the  story  which  we  Britons  brag  on. 
The  story  of  Saint  George  and  eke  the  Dragon. 

BozzYf. 

When  Voote  his  leg,  by  some  misfortune,  broke, 
Says  I  to  Johnson,  all  by  way  of  joke, 
"  Sam,  Sir,  in  Paragraph  will  soon  be  clever. 
And  take  off  Peter  better  now  than  ever." 
On  which  says  Johnson,  without  hesitation, 
"  George^  will  rejoice  at  Foote's  depeditation.** 
On  which  says  /(a  penetrating  elf!), 
"  Doctor,  I'm  sure  you  coin'd  that  word  yourself." 
On  which  he  laugh'd,  and  said  I  had  divin'd  it, 
For  bondjidt  he  had  really  coin'd  it : 

•  p.  15.  t  p.  141. 

4  George  Faulkner,  the  printer  at  Dublin,  taken  off  by  Foote  under  tbe  cha- 
racter of  Peter  Paragraph. 
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"  And  yet,  of  all  the  words  I've  coin'd,"  says  he, 
"  My  Dictionary,  Sir,  contains  but  three." 

Madame  Piozzi. 
The  Doctor  said,  "  In  literary  matters 
A  Frenchman  goes  not  deep ;  he  only  smatters  :" 
Then  ask'd  whut  could  be  lioped  for  from  the  dogs ; 
Fellows  that  lived  eternally  on  Frogs. 

Bozzy  *. 
In  grave  procession  to  St.  Leonard's  College, 
Well  stufF'd  with  every  sort  of  useful  knowledge, 
^Ve  slaiely  walk'd,  as  soon  as  supper  ended  : 
The  Landlord  and  the  Waiter  both  attended. 
The  Landlord,  skiU'd  a  piece  of  grease  to  handle, 
Before  us  march'd,  and  held  a  tallow  Candle ; 
A  Lantern  (some  famed  Scotchman  its  creator) 
With  equal  grace  was  carried  by  tlie  Waiter. 
Next  morning,  from  our  beds  ne  took  a  leap, 
And  found  ourselves  much  better  for  our  sleep. 

Mapaui:  Piozzit- 
In  Lincolnshire,  a  Lady  showed  our  Friend 
A  Grotto,  tlrnt  she  wish'd  tiim  to  commend. 
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Quoth  »he,  "  How  cool  in  summer  this  abode !" — 
"  Yes,  Madam/'  answer'd  Johnson ;  "  for  a  toad/" 

BozzY*. 

Between  old  Scalpa's  rugged  isle  and  Rasay^s, 
The  wind  was  vastly  boisterous  in  our  faces : 
Twas  glorious,  Johnson's  figure  to  set  sight  on ; 
High  in  the  boat,  he  looked  a  noble  Triton. 
But,  lo !  to  damp  our  pleasure  Fate  concurs. 
For  Joe  (the  blockhead !)  lost  his  Master's  spurs : 
This  for  the  Rambler's  temper  was  a  rubber, 
Who  wonder'd  Joseph  could  be  such  a  lubbef. 

Madame  Piozzif. 

I  ask'd  him  if  he  knock'd  Tom  Osbome4-  down ; 
As  such  a  tale  was  current  through  the  town. 
Says  I,  "  Do  tell  me.  Doctor,  what  befell." — 
"  Why,  dearest  Lady^  there  is  nought  to  tell : 
I  ponder*d  on  the  properest  mode  to  treat  him ; 
The  dog  was  impudent,  and  so  I  beat  him. 
Tom,  like  a  fool,  proclaimed  his  fancied  wrongs ; 
Others  that  I  belaboured,  held  their  tongues." 

*  p.  185.  t  p.  832.  I  The  Bookselter# 
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Did  any  one,  '•  that  he  was  happy,"  cry ; 
Johnson  would  tell  him  plumply,  'twas  a  lie. 
A  Lady*  told  him  she  was  really  so  ; 
On  which  he  sternly  answer 'd,  '*  Madara,  no. 
Sickly  you  are,  and  ugly ;  foolish,  poor  ; 
And  therefore  can't  be  happy,  I  am  sure. 
'T would  make  a  fellow  hang  himself,  whose  ear 
Were,  from  such  creatures,  forced  such  stuff  to  hear." 

Bozzyf. 
Lo !  when  we  landed  on  the  Isle  of  Mull, 
The  megrims  got  into  the  Doctor's  scull ; 
^V'ith  such  bad  humours  he  began  to  fill, 
I  thought  he  would  not  go  to  Icolmkill : 
But,  lo !  those  megrims  (wonderful  to  utter !) 
Were  banisb'd  all  by  tea,  and  bread  and  butter. 

Madame  Piozzi. 
Quoth  I  to  Johnson :  "  Doctor,  tell  me  true, 
Who  was  the  btst  man  that  you  ever  knew  r" 
He  answer'd  me  at  once,  "  George  Psalmanazar, 
Keen  in  the  Englbli  language  as  a  Razor." — 
Such  was  the  strange,  the  strangest  of  replies. 
That  raised  the  whites  of  both  my  wondering  eye»i»f 
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As  this  same  George,  in  impositioD  strongy 
Beat  the  first  Liars  that  e'er  wagg'd  a  tongue. 

Bozzr  *. 

I  wonder'd  yesterdi^,  that  one  John  Hay, 
Who  served  as  cicerone  on  the  way. 
Should  fly  a  man  of  war,  a  spot  so  blest, 
A  fool !  nine  months  too  after  he  was  prest 
Quoth  Johnson,  ^^  No  man,  Sir,  would  be  a  Sailor, 
With  sense  to  scrape  acquaintance  with  a  Jailor." 

Madame  Piozzif- 

I  said,  I  liked  not  Goose,  and  mention'd  why : 
"  One  smells  it  roasting  on  the  spit,**  quoth  I. — 
"  You  J  Madam,"  cried  the  Doctor  with  a  frown, 
^^  Are  always  gorging,  stuffing  something  down : 
Madam,  'tis  very  natural  to  suppose, 
If  in  the  pantry  you  will  poke  your  nose, 
Your  maw  with  every  sort  of  victuals  swelling. 
That  you  must  want  the  b&ss  of  dinner-smelling.'* 

BozzY. 

As  at  Argyle's  grand  house  my  hat  I  took, 
To  seek  my  alehouse,  thus  began  the  Duke : 

•  P.  151.  ♦  p.  103. 
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"  Pray,  Mister  Boswell,  won't  you  have  some  tea 

To  this  I  made  my  bow,  and  did  agree. 

Then  to  the  drawing-room  we  both  retreated, 

Where  Lady  Betty  Hamilton  was  seated 

Close  by  the  Ducliess ;  who,  in  deep  discourse, 

Took  no  more  notice  of  me  than  a  Horse. — 

Next  day,  mi/sel/'and  Doctor  Johnson  took 

Our  hats,  to  go  and  wait  upon  the  Duke. 

Next  to  himself  the  Duke  did  Johnson  place ; 

But  I,  thank  God,  sat  second  to  his  Grace. 

The  place  was  due  most  surely  to  my  merits  ; 

And,  faith,  I  was  in  very  pretty  spirits. 

I  plainly  saw  (my  penetration  such  is), 

I  was  not  yet  in  favour  nith  the  Duchess. 

Thought  I,  "  I  am  not  disconcerted  yet ; 

Before  we  part,  I'll  give  her  Grace  a  m'eai." 

Then  looks  of  intrepidity  I  put  on, 

And  ask'd  her  if  she'd  have  a  plate  of  mutton 

This  was  a  glorious  deed,  must  be  confess'd; 

I  knew  I  was  the  Duke's  and  not  her  guest. 

Knowing  (as  I'm  a  man  of  tip-top  breeding) 

That  great  folks  drink  no  healtlis  ivliile  tlicy  are  feeding 

I  took  my  glass,  and,  looking  at  her  Grace, 

I  stared  her  like  a  Devil  in  the  face : 
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And  in  respectful  terms,  as  was  my  duty, 
Said  I,  "  My  Lady  Duchess,  I  salute  ye." 
Most  audible  indeed  was  my  salute, 
For  which  some  folks  will  say  I  was  a  Brute : 
But  faith,  it  dash'd  her,  as  I  knew  it  would  ; 
But  then,  I  knew  that  I  was  flesh  and  blood. 

Madame  Piozzi*. 

Once  at  our  house,  amidst  our  Attic  feasts. 
We  liken'd  our  Acquaintances  to  Beasts ; 
As  for  example — some  to  calves  and  hogs, 
And  some  to  bears  and  monkeys,  cats  and  dogs. 
We  said  (which  charm'd  the  Doctor  much,  no  dpubt). 
His  Mind  was  like  of  Elephants  the  Snout, 
That  could  pick  pins  up,  yet  possessed  the  vigour 
For  trimming  well  the  jacket  of  a  Tiger. 

BozzYf. 
August  the  fifteenth,  Sunday,  Mister  Scott 
Did  breakfast  with  us  :  when  upon  the  spot, 
To  him,  and  unto  Doctor  Johnson,  lo ! 
Sir  William  Forbes,  so  clever,  did  I  show ; 
A  man  that  doth  not  after  roguery  hanker ; 
A  charming  Christian,  though  by  trade  a  Banker ; 

•  p.  204.  t  p.  15. 
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Made  too  of  good  companionable  stuff; 

And  this,  I  think,  is  saying  full  enough. 

And  yet  it  is  but  justice  to  record, 

That  when  he  had  the  Measles,  'pon  my  word, 

The  people  seemed  in  such  a  dreadful  friglit. 

His  house  was  all  surrounded  day  and  night, 

As  if  they  apprehended  some  great  evil ; 

A  General  Conflagration,  or  the  Devil, 

And  when  he  better'd,  oh !  'twas  grand  to  sec  'em 

Like  mad  folks  dance,  and  bear  'em  sing  Te  Deum. 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
Quoth  Johnson,  "Who  d'ye  think  my  Life  will  write?" 
"  Goldsmith,"  said  1.  Quoth  he,  "  The  dog's  vile  Spite, 
Besides  the  fellow's  monstrous  love  of  Lying, 
Would  doubtless  make  the  Book  not  worth  the  buying." 

Bozzy|. 
That  wortJiy  gentleman,  good  Mister  Scott, 
Said,  'twas  our  Socrates's  luckless  lot 
To  have  the  Waiter,  a  sad  nasty  blade. 
To  make,  poor  Gentleman!  his  Lemonade; 
Which  Waiter,  nmch  against  the  Doctor's  wish, 
Put  with  his  paws  the  sugar  in  the  dish. 

•  p.  31.  t   p.  13. 
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The  Doctor,  veied  at  Ruch  a  filthy  fellow, 

Began,  with  great  propriety,  to  bellow  ; 

Then  up  he  took  the  dish,  and  nobly  flung 

The  liquor  out  of  window  on  the  dung : 

And  Doctor  Scott  declai-ed,  that,  by  his  frown. 

He  thought  he  u-ould  have  knock 'd  the  fellow  down.    *  I 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
Dear  Doctoi-  Johnson  left  off  Drinks  fermented  ; 
With  quarts  of  chocolate  and  cream  contented  : 
Yet  often  down  his  throat's  prodigious  gutter. 
Poor  man !  he  poured  a  flood  of  melted  butter. 

Bo:izr. 

With  glee  tlie  Doctor  did  my  Girl  behold  ; 
Hct  name  Veronica,  just  four  months  old. 
This  name  Veronica,  a  name  thougli  quaint, 
Belonged  originally  to  a  Saint : 
But  to  my  old  Great-grandam  it  was  given, 
As  fine  a  woman  as  e'er  ivent  to  Heaven ; 
And,  what  must  add  to  her  importance  much, 
This  Lady's  genealogy  was  Dutch. 
The  Man  who  did  espouse  this  Dame  divine, 
Was  Alexander,  Earl  of  Kincardine ; 
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Who  poured  along  my  Bady,  like  a  Sluice, 

The  noble,  noble,  noble  blood  of  Bruce : 

And  who  that  own'd  this  blood  could  well  refiiae 

To  make  the  World  acquainted  with  tJie  newt  f 

But  to  return  unto  my  charming  Child ; — 

About  our  Doctor  Johnson  she  was  wild  ; 

And  when  he  left  oft"  speaking,  she  would  flutter,  j 

Squawl  for  him  to  begin  ag^in,  and  sputter ; 

And  to  be  near  him  a  strong  wish  express 'd : 

Which  proves  he  was  not  such  a  horrid  Be^st. 

Her  fondness  for  the  Doctor  pleased  me  greatly ; 

On  wiiich  I  loud  exclaimed  in  language  stately. 

Nay,  if  I  recollect  aright,  I  s:t-orc, 

I'd  to  her  fortune  add_/?w  hundred  more. 


Madame  Piozzi*. 
One  day,  as  we  were  all  in  taUiiog  lost, 
My  Mother's  favourite  Spaniel  stole  tlie  toast ; 
On  which  immediately  I  screamed,  "  Fie  on  her." 
"  Fie,  Belle,"  said  I,  "  you  used  to  be  on  honour." — 
"  Yes,"  Johnson  cried ;  "  but.  Madam,  pray  be  told, 
Tlie  reason  for  the  vice  is,  Belle  grows  oUi." 
But  Johnson  never  could  the  Dog  abide, 
Because  my  Mother  wasb'd  and  comb'd  his  hide 

•  P.S36. 

3  A  3 


m 


BOZZy   AND    PIOZZI, 


The  ti'uth  on't  is.  Belle  was  not  too  well  bred, 
But  always  would  imisf  on  being  fed  ; 
And  very  often  too,  the  saucy  Slut 
Insisted  upon  having  the^rst  cut. 

BozzT. 

Last  night  much  care  for  Johnson's  Cold  was  used,  ' 
Who  hitherto  without  his  nightcap  snoozd- 
That  nought  might  treat  so  xconderjul  a  man  ill, 
Sweet  Miss  Macieod  did  make  a  Cap  of  Flannel ; 
And)  after  putting  it  about  his  head, 
She  gave  hiiH  Brandy  as  he  went  to  bed. 

Madame  Piozzi*.  I^ 

One  night  we  parted  at  the  Doctor's  door, 
When  thus  I  said,  as  I  had  said  before : 
"  Don't  forget  Dicky,  Doctor;  mind  poor  Dick." 
On  which  he  turn'd  round  on  his  heel  so  quick ; 
"  Madam,"  quoth  he,  "  and  when  I've  served  that^Xi 
"  I  guess  I  then  may  go  and  hang  myself." 

BozzTf. 
At  night,  well  soak'd  with  rain,  and  wondrous  weary, 
fl'e  got  as  wet  as  Shags  to  Inverary. 
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We  supp'd  most  royally ;  were  vastly  frisky : 
When  Johnson  order'd  up  a  gill  of  Whisky. 
Taking  the  glass,  says  I,  "  Here's  Mistress  Thrale.'"— 
"  Drink  her  in  Whisky  not,"  said  he,  "  but  Ale." 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
The  Doctor  had  a  Cat,  and  christen'd  Uodge, 
That  at  his  house  in  Fleet-street  used  to  lodge. 
This  Hodge  grew  old,  and  sick;  and  used  to  wish 
Tliat  all  his  dinners  nuight  lie  form'd  of  Fish. 
To  please  poor  Hodge,  the  Doctor,  all  so  kind, 
Went  out,  and  bought  him  Oysters  to  his  mind. 
This  every  day  he  did  ;  nor  ask'd  Black  Fi-ankf, 
Who  deemed  himself  of  much  too  high  a  rank, 
With  vulgar  tish-fags  to  be  forced  to  chat, 
And  purchase  Oysters  for  a  mangy  Cat. 

Sir  John. 

For  God's  sake  stay  each  Anecdotic  scrap; 
Let  me  draw  breath,  and^ke  a  trifling  nap. 
With  one  half-hour's  restoring  slumber  blest, 
And  Heaven's  assistance,  I  may  bear  the  rest. 

Aside.'] — What  have  I  done,  inform  me,  gracious  Lord, 
That  thus  my  ears  with  nonsense  should  be  bored  r 

■  F.  UM.  I  Dr.  JoLman'i  KiranL 
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Oh !  if  I  do  not  in  tlie  trial  die, 

The  Devil  and  all  his  Brimstone  I  defy : 

No  punishment  in  other  worlds  I  fear ; 

My  crimes  will  all  be  expiated  here. 

Ah  !  ten  times  happier  was  my  lot  of  yore, 

When,  raised  to  consequence  that  all  adore, 

I  sat  each  session,  King-tike,  in  the  Chair, 

Awed  every  rank,  and  made  the  JMillion  stare ; 

Lord-paramount  o'er  every  Justice  riding. 

In  causes,  with  a  Turliisii  sway,  deciding. 

Yes,  like  a  noble  Bashaw  of  three  tails, 

I  spread  a  fear  and  trembling  tlirough  tiie  Jails. 

Blest,  have  I  brow-beaten  each  thief  and  strumpet, 

And  blasted  on  tliem,  like  the  last  day's  Trumpet 

I  know  no  paltry  weakness  of  tlie  soul ; 

No  snivelling  pity  dares  my  deeds  control : 

Ashamed,  the  weakness  of  my  King  I  hear ; 

Who,  childish,  drops  on  every  deatli  a  tear*. 

Return,  return  again,  thou  glorious  hour 

That  to  my  grasp  once  gaveit  my  idol,  Poww ; 

When  at  my  feet  the  humble  knaves  would  fall, 

The  thundering  Jupiter  of  Hicks '3  Hallf. 

•  inch  b  the  re(«>r1  coiii-emins  lib  nioit  Icnclt^r-hcarled  MujMly,  wbro  Lr 
witTen  tiM  k«  to  tUe  iB  nmiM  on  erinlnak.  Mow  nilikc  Vk  GtMt  Fi«iltit 
of  Ptomh,  nbo  dcligliU  in  a  Hanjcin;; ! 

I  Sir  Jobn  wulio  ia  vun :  Ids  lioor  af  insotcDre  rclunw  no  more. 
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The  Knight  thus  finishing  his  speech  so  foir, 
Sleep  pulled  him  gently  backward  in  his  chair ; 
Oped  wide  the  mouth  that  oft  on  Jail-birds  swore. 
Then  raised  his  nasal  organ  to  a  roar 
That  actually  surpassed  in  tone  and  grace 
The  grumbled  ditties  of  his  favourite  Base*. 

•  The  Violopcedo,  o«  whkii  (fat  Kni|^t  ii  >  pcifonnif . 
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Now  from  his  sleep  the  Knight  affrighted  sprung, 

While  on  his  ear  the  words  of  Johnson  rung ; 

For,  lo!  in  Dreams  the  surly  Rambler  rose, 

And,  wildly  staring,  seemed  a  Man  of  Woes. 

"  Wake,  Hawkins,"  growled  the  Doctor  with  a  frown, 

"  And  knock  that  Fellow  and  that  Woman  do^in. 

Bid  them  with  Johnson's  Life  proceed  no  further : 

Enough  already  have  they  dealt  in  murther. 

Say,  to  tlieii-  tales  that  little  truth  belongs  : 

li  fame  they  mean  nie,  bid  them  hold  their  tongues. 


"  In  vain  at  glory  Gudgeon  Boswell  snaps : 
His  Mind's  a  Paper  Kite,  composed  of  scraps ; 
Just  o'er  the  tops  of  Chimneys  formed  to  fly, 
Not  with  a  wing  sublime  to  mount  the  Sky. 
Say  to  the  dog,  his  Head's  ^  downright  Drum, 
Unequal  to  the  History  of  Tom  Thumb : 
Nay,  tell  of  Anecdote  that  thirsty  Leech, 
He  is  not  equal  to  a  Tyburn  Speech*. 

■  CompoKd  for  "  llic  Dofbrtonite  Rnve'  oT  NEWgilt,  hy  dWcrmt  Hi^  n 
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'*  For  that  Piozzi's  Wife,  Sir  John,  exhort  her 
To  draw  her  immortality  from  Porter ; 
Give  up  her  Anecdotical  inditing, 
And  study  Housewifery  instead  of  Writing  : 
Bid  her  a  poor  Biography  suspend  ; 
Nor  crucify,  through  vanity,  a  friend. 
I  know  no  business  Women  have  with  Learning: 
I  3Com,  I  hate,  tlie  mole-eyed  half-discerning; 
Their  wit  but  serves  a  Husbands  heart  to  rack. 
And  make  eternal  horsewhips  for  his  back. 

"  Tell  Peter  Pindar,  sliould  you  chance  to  meet  him, 
I  like  his  genius ;  should  be  glad  to  greet  htm. 
Yet  let  him  know,  Crowned  Heads  are  sacred  things, 
And  bid  him  reverence  more  the  Best  of  Kings*; 
Still  on  his  Pegasus  continue  jogging, 
And  give  that  Boswell's  back  (mother  Flogging." 

*  Thi*  U  B  stniifp  uil  almoit  iocrcdiUe  Speech  (ram  Jtriiuwo'i  moDtli ;  u 
dot  muiy  yean  af  n.  when  the  i^  o(  a  crrtaiit  Great  Penona^e  became  the 
labjecl  or(Ie1)atc,  the  Doctor  broke  Id  Vpon  (he  ronvrnation*ithtLe(ollowiiig 
(]ue<rioD :  "  Of  what  iicpoTtwicc  to  the  (iTewnt  company  u  bii  agt!  Of  wtnt 
importance  woold  it  have  been  to  ilie  World,  if  he  lad  mtb-  cxattdT  If  we 
■nay  judtrc  likewis?  from  the  fallowiD);  Speech,  lie  deemed  the  preaeol  Pauenot 
iir  a  eiTfaia  Throne  u  mnrh  an  Utnrper  ai  Kfiig  William ;  wboa,  accordinx  to 
M>.  Boiwell'i  account,  he  baamiidrrla.  The  Stor;  b  tbu  :~Ad  AcquaintUM  of 
JolinM>D>  icked  him  if  he  roiild  not  aiof.  He  replied,  "  I  knun  but  am  toog; 
and  tliat  i<.  The  Ktug  lial]  tiijoy  hii  mta  afain.' 
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Sucb  nas  the  Dream  Uiat  naked  the  sleeping  Knight, 
And  oped  again  his  eyes  upon  tiie  light : 
Who,  mindless  of  old  Johnson  and  his  iVown, 
And  stern  commands  to  knock  the  Couple  down. 
Resolved  to  keep  the  peace ;  and,  in  a  tone 
Not  much  unlike  a  Mastiff'  o'er  a  Bone, 
He  grumbled,  tliat,  enabled  by  a  nap, 
He  now  could  meet  more  Biographic  scrap  ; 
Then,  nodding  with  a  Tiiagisiratiat  air. 
To  farther  Anecdote  he  called  the  Fair. 

Madame  Piozzi*. 
Dear  Doctor  Jolinson  loved  a  Leg  of  Pork, 
And  hearty  on  it  would  his  grinders  work  : 
He  liked  to  eat  it  so  much  overdone, 
That  one  might  shake  the  flesh  from  off  the  bone. 
A  Veal-pie  too,  with  $u^  cramni'd  and  plums, 
Was  wondrous  grateful  to  the  Doctor's  gums. 
Though  used  from  mom  to  niglit  on  Fruit  to  stuff, 
He  vowed  bis  belly  never  had  enough. 

BozzTf. 
One  Thursday  mom  did  Doctor  Johnson  wake, 
And  call  out,  "  Lanky,  Lanky,"  by  mistake; 
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^1 

But  recollecting,  "  Bozzy,  Bozzy,"  cried  : 

■ 

For  in  Contractions  Johnson  took  a  pride. 

<-  fl 

Madame  Piozzi*. 

..   ^ 

Wliene'cr  our  Friend  would  read  in  bed  by  nigh^  t^       ^^^| 

Poor  Mister  Tbmle  and  I  were  in  a  fright: 

^H 

For,  blinking  on  lijs  book  too  near  liie  Flame, 

^^^^1 

Lo !  to  the  foretop  of  his  Wig  it  came ; 

^^^1 

Burnt  all  the  hairs  away,  both  great  and  small, 

^H 

Down  to  the  very  net-work,  named  the  Caul. 

^1 

Bozzy  t- 

^^1 

At  Corrachatachin's,  in  hoggism  sunk, 

I  got  with  puncii,  alas  !  confounded  drunk  : 

^H 

■  Much  was  I  vex'd  that  I  could  not  be  quiet; 

^^1 

But,  like  a  8tupid  Blocklicad,  breed  a  riot 

^^1 

1  scarcely  knew  how  'tA»as  I  reeled  to  bed. — 

^H 

Next  morn  I  waked  with  dreadful  pains  of  head, 

^1 

And  tenors  too,  that  of  my  peace  did  rob  me ; 

^H 

For  much  I  feared  tlie  Aloralist  would  mob  me. 

^1 

But,  as  I  lay  along,  a  heavy  Log, 

^1 

The  Doctor  entering  called  me  "  drunken  dog." 

^1 

Tlien  up  I  rose  mth  Apostolic  air, 

^H 

And  read  in  Dame  MackJnnon's  Book  of  Prayer ; 

^^1 

*9.mi                         1  MOV 
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In  iiopes  for  such  a  sin  to  t>e  forgiven, 

And  make,  \i possible,  my  peace  ivitli  Heaven. 

'Twas  strange,  that  in  that  Volume  of  Divinity 

I  oped  the  Twentieth  Sunday  after  Trinity, 

And  read  these  words  :  "  Pray  be  not  drunk  with  wine. 

Since  drunkenness  doth  make  a  Man  a  Swine." — 

"  Alas,"  saya  I,  "  the  sinner  that  1  am!" 

Andj  having  made  my  speech,  I  took  a  dram. 


Madame  Piozzi*. 
One  day,  with  spirits  low  and  sorrow  fiU'd, 
I  told  him  that  I  had  a  Cousin  kill'd. 
"  My  Dear,"  quoth  he,  "  for  Heaven's  sake  hold  your 

canting ; 
Were  all  your  Cousins  kill'd,  they'd  not  be  vanling  ; 
Though  Death  on  each  of  them  should  set  his  mark. 
Though  every  one  were  spitted  like  a  Lark, 
Roasted,  and  given  that  dog  there  for  a  meal, 
The  loss  of  them  the  World  would  never  feel : 
Trust  me,  dear  Madam,  all  your  dear  Relations 
Are  Nits,  are  Nothings,  in  tlie  eyes  of  Nations." 

Again  t  says  I,  one  day,  "  I  do  believe, 
A  good  Acquaintajicc  Uiat  I  have  will  grieve 


I 


To  hear  her  Friend  hath  lost  a  large  estate," — 
"  Yes,"  answer  d  he ;    "  lament  as  much  her  fate 
As  did  your  Horse  (T  freely  will  allow) 
To  hear  of  the  miscarriage  of  your  Cow." 

Bozzv*. 
At  Enoch,  at  Macqueen's,  we  went  to  bed ; 
A  coloured  handkerchief  wrapp'd  Johnson's  head. 
He  said,  "  God  bless  us  both  ;  good  night ;" — and  then, 
/,  like  a  Parish-clerk,  pronounced  "  Amen." 
My  good  Companion  soon  by  sleep  was  seized. 
But  I  by  lice  and  fleas  was  sadly  teazed. 
Methought  a  Spider,  with  terrific  claws, 
Was  striding  from  the  wainscot  to  my  jaws ; 
But  slumber  soon  did  every  sense  entrap, 
And  so  I  sunk  into  the  sweetest  nap. 

Madame  Piozzif. 
Travelling  in  Wales,  at  dinner-time  we  got  on 
Where,  at  Lcweny,  lives  Sir  Robert  Cotton. 
At  table,  our  great  Moralist  to  please. 
Says  I,  "  Dear  Doctor,  arn't  those  charming  Peas?' 
Quoth  he,  to  contradict,  and  run  his  rig, 
"  Madam,  they  possibly  might  please  a  Pig." 
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BOZZY  *. 
Of  Thatching,  M-ell  the  Doctor  knew  the  art; 
And  with  his  Threshing-wisdom  made  us  start : 
Described  tlie  greatest  secrets  of  tlie  Mint, 
And  made  folks  fancy  tliat  he  had  been  in't. 
Of  Hops  and  Malt  "tis  wondrous  what  he  knew ; 
And  well  as  any  Brewer  he  could  brew. 

Madame  Piozzif. 
In  Ghosts  the  Doctor  strongly  did  believe, 
And  pinn'd  his  faith  on  many  a  liar's  sleeve. 
He  said  to  Doctor  Lawrence,  "  Sure  I  am, 
I  heard  my  poor  dear  Mother  call  out,  '  Sam." 
I'm  sure,"  said  he,  "  tliat  I  can  trust  my  eai's; 
And  yet  my'Mother  had  been  dead  for  years." 

Bozzy:!:. 
When  young  ('twas  rather  silly,  I  allow), 
Much  was  I  pleased  to  imitate  a  Cow. 
One  time,  at  Drury  Lane  with  Doctor  Blair,  _^ 

My  Imitations  made  the  playhouse  stare.  ^^M 

So  very  charming  was  I  in  my  roar,  *  "* 

That  both  the  Galleries  clapped,  and  cried,  "  Encore." 


Blest  by  the  general  plaudit  and  the  laugh, 

[  tried  to  be  a  Jackass  and  a  Calf; 

But  who,  alas,  iu  all  things  can  be  great? 

In  short,  I  met  a  terrible  defeat: 

So  vile  I  brayed  and  bellowed,  I  was  hiss'd ; 

Yet  all  who  knew  me,  wouder'd  that  I  miss'd. 

Blair  whispcr'd  me,  "  You've  lost  your  credit  now  ; 

Stick,  Boswell,  for  the  future,  to  the  Cow." 


Th'  affair  of  Blacks  when  Johnson  would  discuss, 
lie  always  thought  tliey  had  not  sbuls  like  us ; 
And  yet,  whene'er  his  family  would  fight, 
He  always  said  Black  Frank  f  was  in  tlie  right. 

Bozzv  X- 
Dust  confess  tiiat  I  enjoyed  a  pleasure, 
In  bearing  to  tlie  North  so  great  a  treasure. 
Thinks  I,  I'm  like  a  Bulldog  or  a  Hound, 
Who,  when  a  lump  of  Liver  he  hatJi  found. 
Runs  to  some  corner,  to  avoid  a  riot, 
To  gobble  down  his  piece  of  meat  in  quiet 
I  thought  this  good  as  all  Joe  Miller's  jokes; 
And  so  1  up,  and  told  it  to  the  folks. 

•  p.  tit.  <  'Oie  Doctor^ 
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Madame  Peozzi*. 
Some  of  our  friends  wished  Johnson  would  comp 
The  Lives  of  Authors  who  had  shone  in  Prose ; 
As  for  his  power,  no  mortal  man  could  doubt  it. 
Sir  Richard  Musgrave,  he  was  warm  about  it; 
Got  up,  and  soothed,  entreated,  begg'd,  and  prayed. 
Poor  man  !  as  if  he  had  implored  for  bread. 
"  Sir  Richard,"  cried  the  Doctor  with  a  frown, 
"  Since  you're  got  up,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  sit  downJ" 


^     BozzY. 
Of  Doctor  Johnson  having  given  a  sketch. 
Permit  me,  Reader,  of  mjfselflo  preach. 
The  World  will  certainly  receive  witli  glee 
The  slightest  bit  of  history  of  me. 
Think  of  a  Gentleman  of  ancient  blood, 
Prouder  of  title  than  of  being  good; 
A  Gentleman  just  thirty-three  years  old  ; 
Married  four  years,  and  as  a  Tiger  bold ; 
Whose  bowels  yearn'd  Great  Britain's  foes  to  tame. 
And  from  the  cannon's  mouth  to  swallow  flame ; 
To  get  his  limbs  by  broad-swords  carved  in  wars, 
Like  some  old  Bedstead,  and  to  boast  his  scars ; 
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And,  proud  immortal  actions  to  achieve, 
See  his  Hide  bored  by  bullets  Uke  a  Sieve. 
But,  lo!  his  Father,  a  weil-judguig  Judge, 
Forbade  his  Son  from  Edinburgh  to  budge ; 
Resolved  the  French  should  not  his  backside  claw; 
So  bound  his  Son  apprentice  lo  the  Law, — 
This  Gentleman  had  been  in  foreign  parts, 
And,  like  Ulysses,  learnt  a  world  of  Arts  : 
Much  Wisdom  his  vast  travels  having  brought  him, 
He  was  not  halfihe  fool  the  people  thought  liim. 
Of  Prudence  this  same  Gentleman  was  such. 
He  rather  had  too  little  tlian  too  much. 
Bright  was  tliis  Gentleman's  Imagination, 
Well  calculated  for  the  highest  station  : 
Indeed  so  lively,  give  the  Devil  his  due, 
He  ten  times  more  would  utter  than  was  true  ; 
Which  forced  him  frequently,  against  his  will, 
Poor  man  !  to  swallow  many  a  bitter  pill. 
One  bitter  pill  among  the  rest  he  took, 
Which  was,  to  cut  some  scandal  from  his  Book,— 
By  Doctor  Johnson  he  is  well  portray 'd  : 
Quoth  Sam,  "  Of  Bozzy  it  may  well  be  said, 
That  through  the  most  inhospitable  scene. 
One  never  can  be  troubled  with  the  spleen, 
^OL.  I.  SB 
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Nor  even  the  greatest  difficulties  chafe  at, 
While  suck  an  animal  is  near  to  laugh  at. 


Madame  Piozji*. 
For  me,  in  Latin  Doctor  Johnson  wrote 
Two  lines  upon  Sir  Joseph  Banks's  Goat; 
A  goat  that  round  the  World  so  curious  went ; 
A  goat  that  now  eats  grass  that  grows  in  KenL 

BozzTf. 
To  Lord  Monboddo  a  few  lines  I  wrote, 
And  by  the  servant  Joseph  sent  tliis  note  : 

"Thus  fer,  my  Lord,  from  Edinburgh,  my  home. 
With  Mister  Samuel  Johnson  I  am  come. 
This  night,  by  us  must  certainly  be  seen 
The  very  handsome  town  of  Aberdeen. 
For  thoughts  of  Johnson,  you'll  be  not  applied  to ; 
I  know  your  Lordsliip  likes  him  less  than  /  do. 
So  near  we  are,  to  part  I  can't  tell  bow 
Without  so  much  as  making  you  a  bow  : 
Besides,  the  Kambler  says,  to  see  Monbodd 
He'd  go  at  least  iKO  vdles  out  of  his  road. 
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Which  shows  that  he  admires  (whoever  rails) 
The  pen  which  proves  that  Men  are  born  with  tails. 
Hoping  that  as  to  health  your  Ixirdship  does  well, 
"  I  am  your  servant  at  command, 

"  James  Boswell." 

Madame  Piozzr*. 
On  Mister  Thrale's  old  hunter  Johnson  rode, 
Who  with  prodigious  pride  the  beast  bestrode ; 
And  as  on  Brighton  Downs  he  dash'd  away, 
IMuch  was  he  pleased  to  hear  a  Sportsman  say, 
That  at  a  chase  he  was  as  tight  a  hand 
As  e'er  a  sporting  Lubber  in  the  land. 

Bozzyf. 
One  morning  Johnson,  on  the  Isle  of  Mull, 
Was  of  his  Politics  excessive  full. 
Quoth  he,  "  That  Pulteney  was  a  rogue  'tis  plain; 
Besides,  the  fellow  was  a  Wliig  in  grain." 
Then  to  his  principles  he  gave  a  banging, 
And  swore  no  Whig  was  ever  worth  a  banging. 
"  'Tis  wonderful,"  says  he,  "  and  makes  one  stare, 
To  think  the  Uvery  chose  John  Wilkes  Lord  Mayor; 
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A  dog,  of  wliom  the  World  could  nurse  no  hopes ; 
Prompt  to  debauch  their  Girls,  and  rob  their  Shops." 


Madame  Piozzi. 

Sir,  I  believe  that  Anecdote  a  Lie ; 
But  grant  that  Johnson  said  it ;  by  the  by. 
As  Wilkes  unhappily  -^omt friendship  shared, 
The  dirty  Anecdote  might  well  be  spared. 

Bozzy. 

Madam,  I  stick  to  Truth  as  much  as  you, 
And  damme  if  the  Story  be  not  true. 
What  you  have  said  of  Johnson  and  the  Larks, 
As  much  the  Rambler  for  a  savage  marks. 
"Twas  scandalous,  even  candour  must  allow, 
To  give  the  liistory  of  the  Horse  and  Cow. 
What  but  an  enemy  to  Johnson's  fame, 
Dared  his  vile  prank  at  Litchfield  Playhouse  name ; 
Where,  witliout  ceremony,  he  tliouglit  fit 
To  fling  the  man  and  chair  into  the  pit  ? 
Who  would  have  register'd  a  speech  so  odd 
On  the  dead  Stay-maker  and  Doctor  Dodd*? 


i'l  Auecdulci,  p.  SI,  fint  cdltiuih 


A  TOWN  ECLOGUE. 


AIadaiie  Piozzr. 


Sam  Johnson's  Threshing-knowledge  and  liis  Thatch- 


May  be  your  own  inimitable  hatching. 
Pray,  of  his  wisdom  can't  you  tell  more  news  ? 
Could  not  he  make  a  Shirt,  and  cobble  Shoes, 
Knit  Stockings ;  or,  ingenious,  take  up  Stitches, 
Draw  Teeth,  dress  Wigs,  or  make  a  pair  of  Breeches  ? 
You  prate  too  of  his  knowledge  of  the  Mint, 
As  if  the  Rambler  really  had  been  in't : 
Who  knows,  but  you  will  tell  us  (truth  forsaking 
That  each  Bad  Shilling  is  of  Johnson's  making; 
His,  each  vile  Sixpence  that  the  World  hath  cheated 
And  his,  the  art  that  every  Guinea  sweated? 
About  his  Brcning-knonledge  you  will  prate  too, 
Wlio  scarcely  knew  a  Hop  from  a  Potatoe ; 
And,  tiiougb  of  Beer  he  joyed  in  hearty  swigs, 
I'd  pit  against  his  taste  my  husband's  Pigs. 


s<a\ 


Bozzy. 

How  could  your  folly  tell,  so  void  of  truth, 
Tliat  miserable  story  of  tiie  Youth 
Who,  in  your  book,  of  Doctor  Johnson  begs 
Most  seriously  to  know  if  Cats  laid  Eggs  ? 


^ 
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Madame  Piozzi. 

Who  told  of  Mistress  Montague  the  lie, 
So  palpable  a  falsehood  ? — Bozzy,  fy  ! 

BozzT. 

Who,  maddaimg  with  an  Anecdotic  itch. 
Declared  that  Johnson  called  his  Mother  bitch  f 

Madame  Piozzi. 

WhOj  from  Macdonald*s  rage  to  save  his  snout, 
Cut  twenty  lines  of  Defamation  out  ? 

BozzY. 

Who  would  have  said  a  word  about  Sam*s  Wig  j 
Or  told  the  story  of  the  Peas  and  Pig  ? 
Who  would  have  told  a  tale  so  very  flat, 
Of  Frank  the  Black,  and  Hodge  the  mangy  Cat  ? 

Madame  Piozzi. 

Good  me !  you're  grown  at  once  confounded  tender  ; 
Of  Doctor  Johnson's  fame  a  fierce  defender : 
I  am  sure  youVe  mentioned  many  a  pretty  Story 
Not  much  redounding  to  the  Doctor's  Glory. 
NoTv  for  a  saint  upon  us  you  would  palm  him ; 
First  murder  the  poor  man,  and  then  embalm  him ! 
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BOZZT. 
Why  truly,  Afadam,  Johnson  cannot  boast ; 
By  your  acquaintance  he  hath  rather  lost. 
His  Character  so  shockingly  you  handle, 
You've  sunk  your  Comet  to  a  Farthing  Candle. 
Your  vanities  contrived  tlie  Sage  to  hitch  in, 
And  bribed  him  with  your  cellar  and  your  kitchen: 
But  luckless  Johnson  play'd  a  losing  game; 
Though  Beef  and  Beer  he  won,  he  lost  his  Fame. 

Madame  Piozzi, 
One  quarter  of  your  Book  had  Johnson  read, 
Fist-criticism  had  rattled  round  your  head. 
Yet  let  my  satire  not  too  far  pursue ; 
It  boasts  some  merit,  give  the  Devil  his  due. 
Where  Grocers  and  where  Pastry-cooks  reside, 
Thy  Book,  with  triumph,  may  indulge  its  pride; 
Preach  to  the  Pattypans  sententious  stuff, 
And  hug  tliat  Idol  of  the  nose  called  Snuff; 
With  ali  its  stories  Cloves  and  Ginger  please, 
And  pour  Its  wonders  to  a  pound  of  Cheese. 

Bozzv. 

Madam,  your  irony  is  wondrous  fine ; 
Sense  in  each  thought,  and  wit  in  every  line : 
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Yet,  Madam,  when  the  leaves  of  my  poor  Book 

Visit  tlie  Grocer  or  the  Pastry-cook, 

Yours,  to  enjoy  of  fame  the  just  reward, 

May  aid  the  Trunk-maker  of  Paul's  Church-yard  ; 

In  the  same  alehouses  together  used, 

By  the  same  fingers  they  may  be  amused ; 

The  greasy  snuffers  yours  perchance  may  wipe, 

While  mine,  high-honoured,  lights  a  toper's  pipe. 

The  praise  of  Courtenay*  mi/  Book's  fame  secures : 

Now  who  the  devil,  Madam,  praises  _yourj? 

Madame  Piozzi. 
Thousands,  you  Blockhead  ;  no  one  now  can  doubt  itjl 
For  not  a  soul  in  London  is  without  it. 
The  folks  were  ready  Cadell  to  devour, 
Who  sold  the  first  edition  in  an  hour. 
So,  Courtenay's  praises  save  you  ?  Ah !  that  Squire 
Deals,  let  me  tell  you,  more  in  Smoke  than  Fire. 

BozzY. 
Zounds !  he  has  praised  mc  in  the  sweetest  line — 

•The  liTCtyKatdeoribe  Hoom  of Commoiia,  indeed  iUMormu;  whoM 
to  hare  been  Mlerted  lijrliii  Coiiklituenti  more  for  ihc  purt>0Bc  ol'UuFhinf « 
Ihe  piuTorlDiKK  of  Lis  Couuti;,  tliau  liealiiiK  the  wound*.    He  ii  the  Atiihordt 

n  blely  publulied,  tliat  endeavoun,  lolii  riribut,  to  prtn  that 
JofalHoii  wai  ■  bnite  M  well  oi  a  noralut. 
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Madame  Piozzr. 
Ay,  ay ;  the  A'erse  and  Subject  equal  shine. 
Few  are  the  mouths  that  Courtenay's  wit  rehearse ; 
Mere  cork  in  Pohtics,  and  lead  in  Verse. 

BozzY. 
Well,  Ma'am,  since  all  that  Johnson  said  or  wrote 
You  hold  so  sacred,  how  have  you  forgot 
To  grant  the  wonder-hunting  World  a  reading 
Of  Sam's  Epistle  just  before  your  Wedding; 
Beginning  thus  (in  strains  not  form'd  to  flatter), 
"  Madam, 

If  that  most  ignominious  matter 
Be  not  amcluded," — 

Farther  sliall  I  say  ? 
No ;  we  shall  have  it  from  yourself  some  day, 
To  justify  your  passion  for  the  Youth 
With  all  the  charms  of  eloquence  and  truth. 


Madame  Piozzr. 
What  was  my  Marriage,  Sir,  to  you  or  him  ? 
He  tell  me  what  to  do !  a  pretty  whim ! 
He  to  propriety  (the  beast)  resort ! 
As  well  miglit  ElephBDta  preside  at  Court. 
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Lord !  let  the  World  to  damn  my  Match  agree ; 

Good  God,  James  Boswell,  wJiat's  that  World  to  mcZ 

The  folks  who  paid  respects  to  Mistress  Thrale, 

Fed  on  her  Pork,  poor  souls !  and  swill'd  her  Ale, 

May  sicken  at  Piozz't,  nine  in  ten  ; 

Turn  up  tlie  nose  of  scom  :  good  God  '.  what  then  ? 

For  me,  tlie  Devil  may  fetch  their  souls  so  great  : 

Thty  keep  their  Homes  ;  and  /,  tliank  God,  my  Ma 

When  they,  poor  Owls  \  shall  beat  their  Cage,  a  Jal^l 

I  uncoiifined  shall  spread  my  Peacock  Tail ; 

Free  as  the  Birds  of  air,  enjoy  ray  ease, 

Choose  my  own  food,  and  see  what  climes  I  please. 

/suffer  only,  if  I'm  in  the  wrong  : 

So  now,  you  prating  Puppy,  hold  your  tongue. 


Sir  John. 

For  shame,  for  shame !  for  Heaven's  sake,  both  I 
quiet ; 
Not  Billingsgate  exhibits  such  a  riot : 
Behold,  for  Scandal  you  have  made  a  feast, 
And  turn'd  your  Idol,  Johnson,  to  a  Beast. 
'Tis  plain  that  tales  of  Cihoats  are  arrant  lies, 
Or  instantaneously  would  Jolmson's  rise; 
Make  you  both  cat  your  paragraphs  so  evil ; 
And,  for  your  treatment  of  him,  play  the  devil. 
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Just  like  two  Mohawks,  on  the  man  you  fall ; 

No  Murderer  is  worse  served  at  Surgeons'  Hall. 

Instead  of  adding  Splendour  to  his  name, 

Your  books  are  downright  Gibbets  to  his  fame. 

Of  those  your  Anecdotes,  may  I  be  curst 

If  I  can  tell  you  which  of  them  is  u-orst. 

You  never  with  Posterity  can  thrive : 

'Tis  by  the  Rambler's  dealh  alone  you  Uve; 

Like  \Vrens  (as  Jn  some  volume  I  have  read) 

Ilatch'd  by  strange  fortune  in  a  Horse's  Head. 

Poor  Sam  Has  rather  Jointing  in  his  glory, 

But  now  his  fame  lies  foully  dead  before  ye : 

Thus  to  some  dying  man  (a  frequent  case) 

Two  Doctors  come  and  give  the  coup  de  grace. 

Zounds,  Madam!  mind  the  duties  of  a  Wife, 

And  dream  no  more  of  Doctor  Johnson's  Life: 

A  liappy  knowledge  in  a  Pie  or  Pudding 

Will  more  delight  your  friends  than  all  your  Studying ; 

One  Cut  from  Venison,  to  the  heart  can  speak 

Stronger  than  ten  Quotations  from  the  Greek; 

One  fat  Sirloin  possesses  more  sublime 

Than  all  the  airy  castles  built  by  Rhyme; 

One  nipperkin  of  Stingo  witli  a  toast, 

Beats  all  the  Streams  the  Muses'  Fount  can  boast : 
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Blest,  in  one  Pint  of  Porter,  lo !  my  belly  can 
Find  raptures  not  in  all  the  Floods  of  Helicon. 
Enough  those  Anecdotes  your  potcers  have  shown  : ' ' 
Sa7n's  Life,  dear  Ma'am,  Mill  only  damn  your  awn. 

For  thee,  James  Bos  well,  may  the  hand  of  Fate    •  I 
Arrest  thy  Goose-quill  and  confine  thy  Prate : 
Thy  Egotisms  the  World  disgusted  hears ; 
Then  load  with  vanities  no  more  our  ears. 
Like  some  lone  Puppy,  yelping  all  night  long, 
That  tires  the  very  echoes  with  his  tongue. 
Yet,  should  it  lie  beyond  the  powers  of  Fate 
To  stop  thy  pen,  and  still  thy  darling  prate ; 
To  live  in  solitude,  oh  !  be  thy  luck, 
A  chattering  Magpie  on  the  Isle  of  Bluck. 

Thus  spolce  the  Judge ;  then,  leaping  from  tlie  chair. 
He  left,  in  consternation  lost,  the  Fair : 
Black  Frank*  he  sought,  on  Anecdote  to  cram, 
And  yomii  first  a  Life  of  Surly  Samf. 


■  Doctor  Jolinson'i  Negro  Servant. 

t  The  Knjglit'>  Volume  i»  reported  to  be  in  great  rorwarilueM,  i 
Uttaim  hi)  ibRBiidable  Comiietitan. 
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Shocked  at  the  little  manners  of  the  Knight, 
The  Rivals  marvelling  mark'd  his  sudden  flight ; 
Then  to  their  pens  and  paper  rush'd  the  Twain, 
To  kill  the  mangled  Rambler  o'er  again. 

[N.  B.  The  Quotations  from  Mr.  Boswell  are  made 
from  the  second  edition  of  his  Journal ;  those  from  Mrs. 
Piozziyfrom  the  first  edition  of  her  Anecdotes. Ji 
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ODE  UPON  ODE, 


OR 


A  PEEP  AT  SAINT  JAMES'S, 


OR 


NEW  YEAR'S  DAY, 


OR 


WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


Qmo  me  amque  rmpU  tempoltaM^  drfenr  ko$pe$,  Horace. 

JotT  at  the  maggot  bites,  I  take  my  way : 

To  Painten  now  my  court  reipect/k/  pay ; 

Now,  erer  welcome,  on  the  Mnie*!  wings, 

Drop  in  at  Windsor  on  the  Best  of  Kings; 

Now,  at  Saint  James's,  nbont  Handel  prate, 

Hear  Odes,  see  Lords  aad  Squires,  aad  fHtOe  at  State. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


READER, 

I  THINK  it  necessary  to  inform  thee,  if  thou  hast 
not  read  Mr.  Warton's  Ode,  that  I  mean  not  to 
say  that  he  hath,  totidem  verbis^  sung  what  I  have 
asserted  of  him :  I  therefore  beg  that  my  Ode  may 
be  considered  as  an  amplification  of  the  ingenious 
Laureates  idea. 


VOL.  I.  S  c 


Know,  Reader,  that  the  Laureat's  post  sublime 
Is  destined  to  record,  in  handsome  Rhyme, 

The  Deeds  of  British  Monarclis,  twice  a  year : 
If  great,  how  happy  is  tlie  tuneful  tongue ! 
If  pitiful,  (as  Shakspeare  says)  tlic  Song 

Must  "  suckle  Fools,  and  chronicle  Small  Beer." 


But  Bards  must  take  the  up-hill  with  the  dmvn; 

Kings  cannot  ahrays  Oracles  be  liatcliing: 
Maggots  are  oft  the  tenants  of  a  Crown  ; 

Therefore,  like  those  in  Cheese,  not  worth  thecatching. 

O  gentle  Reader,  if  by  God's  good  grace. 

Or  (what's  more  sought)  good  interest  at  Court, 

Thou  gelt'st  of  Lyric  Trumpeter  the  place, 

(And  hundreds  are,  like  Gudgeons,  gaping  for't;) 

Hear,  at  a  Palace  if  thou  mcan'st  to  thiive; 

And  of  a  steady  Coachman  learn  to  drive. 

Sea 
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Whene'er  employed  to  celebrate  a  King, 
Let  FatiCy  lend  thy  Muse  her  loftiest  wing ; 

Stun  with  thy  minstrelsy  th'  affrighted  sphere : 
Bid  thy  Voice  thunder  like  a  hundred  Batteries; 
For  common  sounds,  conveying  common. flatteries, 

Are  Zephyrs  whispering  to  the  Royal  ear. 

Know,  Glutton-like,  on  Praise  each  Monaixh  crams; 

Hot  spices  suit  alone  their  pamper'd  nature: 
Alas!   the  stomach  parch 'd  by  burning  Drams, 

With  mad-dog  terror  starts  at  simple  Water. 

Fierce  is  each  Royal  mania  for  applause ; 

And,  as  a  Horse-pond  wide,  are  Monarch-maws, 

Form'd  therefore  on  a  pretty  ample  scale : — 
To  sound  the  tlecetil  panegyric  note, 
To  pour  the  imdest  flatteries  down  their  tliro^ 

Were  ofl'ering  Shrimps  for  dinner  to  a  Whale. 

And  mind,  whene'er  thou  strikest  the  Lyre  to  Kings, 
To  toucli  to  Abigails  of  Courts  tlie  strings  : 

Give  the  Queen's  Toad-eater  a  handsome  sop. 
And  swear  slie  always  has  more  grace 
Than  even  to  sell  tlie  meanest  place ; 

Swear  too  the  Woman  keeps  no  Title-shop ; 
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Sells  not,  like  Jews  in  Paul's  Church-yard  their  ware, 

AVho  on  each  Passenger  for  custom  stare ; 

And,  in  the  happy  tones  of  traffic,  cry, 

"  Sher,  vat  you  buy,  Sher  ?  Madam,  vat  you  buy  ?" — 

Thus,  Reader,  ends  the  Prologue  to  my  Ode. 

The  true-bred  Courtiers  wonder  while  I  preach ; 
And,  with  grave  vizards,  and  strctch'd  eyes  to  God, 

Pronounce  my  Sermon  a  viost  impious  speech. — 
M'ith  all  my  spirit :  let  them  damn  my  lays ; 
A  Courtier's  Curses  arc  exalted  Praise. 


I  hear  a  startled  Moralist  exclaim, 
"  Fie,  Peter,  Peter !  fie  for  shame ! 

Such  counsel  disagrees  with  my  digestion." 
Well,  well,  then,  my  old  Socrates ;  to  please  thee. 
For  much  I'm  willing  of  thy  qualms  to  ease  thee, 

I'll  nobly  take  the  other  side  the  question. 

Par  cttmple  : 
Fair  Praise  is  sterling  Gold ;  all  should  desire  it : 

Flattery,  base  coin,  a  Cheat  upon  the  Nation; 
And  yet  our  vanity  doth  much  admire  it, 

And  really  ^ves  it  all  its  circulation. 
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Flattery's  a  sly  insinuating  Screw ; 

The  World,  a  Bottle  of  Tokay  so  fine : 
The  Engine  always  can  its  Cork  subdue. 

And  make  an  easy  conquest  of  the  Wine. 

Flattery's  an  Ivy  wf iggling  round  an  OaJc ; 

This  Oak  is  often  honest  hlunt  John  Bull : 
Which  Ivy  would  its  great  supporter  clioak. 

While  John  (so  thick  the  walls  of  his  dark  scull) 
Deems  it  a  pretty  ornament,  and  struts, 
Till  Master  Ivy  creeps  into  John's  guts; 
And  gives  poor  tlioughtless  John  a  set  of  gripes; 
Then,  like  an  Organ  opening  all  his  pipes, 
John  roars;  and,  when  to  a  consumption  drained, 
Finds  out  the  Knave  his  folly  entertained. 

Praise  is  a  modest  unassuming  Maid, 
As  simply  as  a  Quaker-beauty  drest  i 

No  ostentation  hers,  no  vain  parade ; 

Sweet  nymph  !  and  oifeiv  words  possest : 

Yet  heard  with  reverence  when  she  silence  breaks. 

And  dignifies  the  man  of  whom  she  speaks. 

Flattery's  a  pert  French  Milliner;  a  jtfdo 
Cover 'd  With  rouge,  and  flauntingly  array'd : 
Makes  saucy  love  to  every  Man  she  metets, 
And  offers  even  her  favours  in  tlife  streets. 
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And  yet,  instead  of  heeding  public  hisses, 

Divines  so  graye,  Philosophers,  can  bear  her ; 
What's  stranger  still,  with  childish  rapture  hear  her; 

Nay,  court  the  smiling  Harlot's  very  kissa. 


ODE. 

Rich  as  Dutch  Cargoes  from  the  fragrant  East, 
Or  Custard-pudding  at  a  City  Feast, 

Tom's  Incense  greets  his  Sovereign's  hungry  nose : 
For,  bating  Birth-day  torrents  from  Parnassus, 
And  New-year's  spring-tide  of  divine  Molasses, 

Fame  in  a  scanty  rill  to  Windsor  flows. 

Poets,  quoth  tuneful  Tom,  in  ancient  times. 
Delighted  all  the  Country  with  their  Rhymes; 

Sung  Knights  and  barbed  Steeds  with  valour  big: 
Knights  who  encounter'd  Witches,  murder 'd  Wizards, 
Flogg'd  Pagans  till  they  grumbled  in  their  gizzards ; 

Rogues  with  no  more  religion  than  a  Pig:- — 

Knights  who  illumin'd  poor  dark  SouU, 
Through  pretty  little  well-formed  eyelet-holei, 
By  pious  pikes  and  godly  Lances  made, 
Tooli  that  worked  wondtrs  in  the  Holy  tr«d« ; 
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With  Battle-axes  fit  to  knock  down  BuHs, 
And  therefore  qualified,  I  wot,  full  well, 
With  force  the  Sacred  Oracles  to  tell 

Unto  the  thickest  unbelieving  Sculls:  — 

Knights  who,  so  famous  at  tlic  game  of  Tourney, 

Took  boldly  to  tlie  Holy  Land  ajoumey, 

To  plant  with  Swords,  in  Hearts,  the  Gospel  Seeds  ; 

Just  as  we  hole  for  Cucumbers  liot-beds, 

Or  pierce  tlie  bosom  of  the  sullen  Earth 

To  give  to  Radisloes  or  Onions  birth :  — 

Knights  who,  When  tumbled  on  the  hostile  field, 
And  to  an  enemy  obliged  to  yield, 

Could  neither  leg,  nor  arm,  nor  neck,  nor  knob  sti 
Poor  Devils  !  who,  like  Alligators  hack'd, 
At  length  by  hammers,  hatchets,  sledges,  crack 'd, 

Were  dragg'd  from  coats  of  armour — like  a  Lobstf 

Great,  says  the  Laureat,  were  the  Poet's  puffings 
On  idle  daring  Red-cross  Ragamuffins, 

Who,  for  Uieir  Childishness,  desei-ved  a  Birch  : 
Quoth  Tom,  a  xvorthkr  subject  now,  thank  God, 
Inspires  the  lofty  Dealer  in  the  Ode, 

Than  Blockheads  battling  for  Old  Motlier  Churc 
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Times,  quoth  our  courtly  Bard,  are  alter'd  quite ; 
Ttie  Poet  scorns  what  charm'd  of  yore  Uie  sight; 

Goths,  Vandals,  castles,  horses,  mares : — 
The  poHsh'd  Poet  of  the  present  day 
Doth  in  his  tasty  Shop  display. 

Ah !  vastly  prettier-coloured  Wares. 

The  Poet  "  moulds  his  harp  to  maimers  mild," 

(Quoth  Tom  ;)  to  Monarchs  who,  » ith  rapture  wild. 

Hear  their  ozim  Praise  with  mouths  of  gaping  Wonder, 

And  catch  each  crotchet  of  the  Birth-day  Thunder :  ' ' 

Crotchets  that  scorn  the  praise  of  common  folly ; 

Though  not  most  musicaly  most  fuelaticholi/. 

Ah  !  crotchets  doomed  to  charm  our  cars  no  more, 

Although  by  Mister  Parsons  set  in  score; 

Drear  and  eternal  silence  doomed  to  keep, 

Where  tlie  dark  w  alers  of  Ohlivion  sleep ; 

To  speak  in  humbler  English — doomed  to  rest. 

With  Court  Addresses,  in  a  musty  Cheat. 

Yet  all  the  Lady  amateurs  declared, 

Tlrey  were  the  ckarmhig'st  things  they  ever  heard  : 
As  for  example — all  the  Angels  Gideons  ; 

That  is,  my  Lady,  and  her  Daughters  fair, 

With  coal-black  eyebrows,  and  sweet  Hebrew  air; 
The  lovely  Produce  of  the  two  Religions  : 
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Thus  in  their  virtues  Fox-hounds  best  succeed, 
When  Sportsmen  very  wisely  cross  the  breed; 
And  thus,  witli  nobler  lustre  shines  the  Fowl 
Begot  between  a  Game-hen  and  an  Owl. 

Sir  Samson  too  declared,  with  voice  divine, 

"  Dai  shince  he  kaf  turn  Chreestian,  and  eat  Ht^^ 

He  nebber  did  hear  Mooshic  half  shojine : 
No,  iiebber  shince  he  lefs  de  Shinnygogiie" 

His  Grace  of  Queensbury  too,  with  eyes  though  dioo 
And  one  deaf  ear,  was  there  in  wonder  drown'd  ; 

Listening,  in  attitude  of  Corporal  Trim, 

He  raised  his  thin  grey  curl  to  catch  the  sound  : 

Then  swore  the  Airs  would  never  meet  their  matches. 
But  in  his  own  immortal  Glees  and  Catches*. — 
Yet  were  those  Crotchets  all  condemned  to  rest 
In  the  dark  bosom  of  a  musty  Chest : 

Crotchets  that  formed  into  so  sweet  an  air, 
As  charmed  my  Lady  Mayoress  and  Lord  Mayor; 
^Vho  thongbt  (and  really  they  were  true  believers) 
The  Music  etjuall'd  Marrow  bones  and  Cleavers. 

•  llioiiii^  not  a  Purcell,  hu  Grace  ii  admitted,  bj'  manjr  of  Iiis  mtuical  p 
to  be  a  very  pretty  Cdtcb-liniker> 


k. 


Strains  Uoat  the  reverend  Bishops  had  no  qualms 
In  saying,  that  they  equall'd  David's  Psalms  ; 
But  not  surpass'd  in  melody  the  Bell 
That  mournful  soundeth  an  Archbishop's  Knell : 
Strains  that  Sir  Josepli  Manbey  deem'd  divitie. 
Sweet  as  the  Quavers  of  his  fattest  Swine. 

Even  great  Lord  Brudenell's  self*  admired  tlic  strain, 
In  all  tlie  tuneful  agonies  of  pain  ; 
Who,  winking,  beat  with  Duck-like  nods  the  time, 
And  called  the  Masic  uid  the  Words  sublime. 

Yes,  this  most  lofty  Peer  admired  the  Ode; 
A  Peer  who,  too,  delights  in  Opera-dancing  j 
Thus  sagely  both  tliose  useful  Arts  advancing, 

And  nobli/  spreading  Britain's  Fame  abroad. 

So  much  by  Dancing  is  bis  Lordship  won, 
Behind  the  Opera  Scenes  he  constant  goes, 

To  kiss  the  Uttle  linger  of  Coulonf, 

To  mark  her  knees,  and  many-twinkling  toes. 

Too  all  Uie  otiicr  Lords,  with  whispers  swarming, 
Cried  "  Bravo,  bravo!  charming!  bravo!  charming!" 

•  A  priMligiaiu  on^fnir;  xithoutliu  Lon^lp  thtrc  can  l>«  no  RFhrtrnl. 
1  A  Hnt  DoDcrr  al  &t  Opera. 
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And  Majesty  itself,  to  music  bred, 
Pronounced  it,  "Very,  very  good,  indeed!" 
Indulging  perliaps  the  vtry  natural  dream. 
That  all  its  Charms  were  owing  to  tlje  Theme. 

Not  but  some  small  degree  of  harmless  pleasure 
Might  in  the  brace  of  Koyal  bosoms  rise, 

To  think  they  heard  it  without  waste  of  treasure  ; 
As  sixpences  are  lovely  in  tlieir  eyes. 

For,  not  long  since,  I  heard  a  foru'ard  Dame 

Thus,  in  a  tone  of  impudence,  exclaim  : 

"  Good  God,  how  Kings  and  Queens  a  song  adore. 

With  what  delight  they  order  an  encore. 

When  that  same  song  encored  for  tiothing  flo\rs ! 

This  Madame  Mara  to  her  sorrow  knows. 

"  To  Windsor  oft,  and  eke  to  Kew, 

The  Royal  mandate  Mara  drew. 

No  cheering  drop  the  Dame  was  ask'd  to  sip ; 

No  bread  was  ofiFer'd  to  her  quivering  lip : 

Though  faint,  she  was  not  suffer'd  to  sit  down ; 

Such  was  the  goodness,  grandeur,  of  the  Crown ! 

*'  Now  tell  me,  will  it  ever  be  believed, 
How  much  for  Song  and  Chaise-hire  she  received  ? 
How  much  pray,  think  ye?" — Fifty  guineas. — "No," 
Most  surely  forty. — "  No,  no." — ^Thirty. — "  Poh ! 
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Pray,  guess  in  reason ;  come,  again." 

Alas  !  you  jeer  us :  twenty  at  the  least ; 

No  man  could  ever  be  so  great  a  beast 
As  not  to  give  her  twenty  for  her  pain, — 
"  To  keep  you  then  no  longer  in  suspense; 

For  Mara's  Chaise-hire  and  unrivall'd  Note, 
Out  of  their  uoiidet^ul  benevolence, 

Their  bounteous  Majesties  gave — not  a  groat." 

"  Aye,"  cried  a  second  Slanderer,  witli  a  sneer, 
"  I  know  a  story  like  it :  you  shall  hear. 
Poor  Mistress  Siddons,  she  was  ordered  out, 
To  wait  upon  their  Majesties,  to  spout ; 
To  read  old  Shakspeare's  y/j  you  like  it  to  'em, 
And  how  to  mind  their  stops  and  commas  shew  'era. 
She  read  :  was  told  'twas  very,  very  fine ; 
Excepting  here  and  there  a  line, 

To  whicli  liie  Royal  wisdom  did  object;  .; 

And  wliicli,  in  all  the  pride  of  emendation, 
And  partly  to  imprme  her  reputation, 

His  Majesty  thought  proper  to  correct. 
Then,  turning  to  the  Partner  of  his  Bed, 

On  tiptoe  mounted  by  self-approbation, 

A  very  modest  elevation, 
He  cried,  '  Mbd,  Charly,  that's  the  way  to  read.' 


I^^f             918'                                                        ^^H 

"  The  Actress  reading,  spouting,  out  of  breath, 

Stood  all  the  time  ;  was  nearly  tired  to  death  ; 

While  both  their  Majesties,  in  Royal  style. 

At  perfect  ease  were  silting  aJl  the  while.                    i 
Not  ofler'd  to  her  was  one  drop  of  beer, 

i                          Nor  wine,  nor  chocolate,  her  heart  to  cheer : 

Ready  to  drop  to  cartli,  she  must  have  sunk,              ( 

'                          But  for  a  Child  that  at  the  hardship  shrunk. 

■  .                       A  little  Prince,  who  mark'd  her  situation, 

And,  pitying,  pour'd  a  tender  exclamation  : 

*  La !  Mistress  Siddons  is  qaite  faint  indeed ;             « 

How  pale  !  I'm  sure  she  cannot  longer  read  : 

I                          She  somewhat  wants,  her  spirits  to  repair ;                  i 

1                           And  would,  I'm  sure,  be  happy  in  a  chair.'                 { 

1 

"  What  followed ?  Why,  llie  Royal  pair  arose;           , 

'                         Surly  enough,  one  fairly  may  suppose ;                       ( 

And  to  a  room  adjoining  made  retreat,                      J 

'                            To  let  her,  for  one  minute,  steal  a  seat.                       ^ 

**  At  length  the  Actress  ceased  to  read  and  qpout. 

'                               Where  Generosity "s  a  crying  Sin  ;                            i 

1  I                          Her  curtsey  dropp'd,  was  nodded  to;  came  out        ^ 

i                           So  rich  !"— How  nch  ?~"  As  rich  as  she  -umt  in^ 

^ 
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Such  are  tlie  Stories  twain.     AVhy,  grant  the  fact, 
Are  Princes,  pray,  like  common  folks  to  act? 

Should  Mara  call  it  cruelty,  and  blame 
•     Such  Royal  conduct,  I'd  cry.  Fie  upon  her! 
To  Mistress  Siddons  freely  say  the  same : 
Sufficient  for  suck  people  is  the  honour. 

Even  I,  the  Bard,  expect  no  gifts  from  Kings, 
Although  I've  said  of  them  such  handiome  things : 
Nay,  not  tlieir  Eye's  attention,  whose  bright  ray 
Would,  like  tlie  Sun,  illumine  my  poor  I^y; 
And,  like  the  Sun,  so  kind  to  procreation. 
Increase  within  my  brain  the  maggot  nation. 

So  much  for  idle  Tales.     Now,  Muse,  thy  strain 

Digressive,  turn  to  Drawing-rooms  again. 

There  too  was  Pitt,  who  scraped  and  bowed  to  ground; 

And  whisper'd  Majesty,  'twas  vastly  fine  : 
Then  wish'd  such  harmony  could  once  be  found 

M'here  he,  each  day,  was  treated  like  a  Swine 
By  that  arch-fiend  Charles  Fos,  and  his  vile  party; 
Villains,  in  nought  but  black  Rebellion  hearty ; 

Fellows  who  had  the  impudence  to  place 
The  sacred  Sceptre  underneath  the  jVIace ; 
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And  twisted  ropes,  with  malice  disappointed, 

To  hamper  or  to  hang  the  Lord's  Anointed.  i 

To  whom  a  certain  Sage  so  earnest  cried, 

*'  Don't  mind,  don't  mind ;  the  rogues  tlieir  aim  hai^ 
■'iniss'd; 
Don't  fear  your  place,  while  I  am  well  supplied ; 

But  mind,  mind  poverty  of  Civil  List. 

"  Swear  tliat  no  King's  so  poor  upon  the  globe  ; 
Compare  me,  yes,  compare  me  to  poor  Job.  , 

What,  what,  Pitt?  hfe?  we  must  have  t'  other  grant  ;. 
What,  what?  You  know,  Pitt,  that  my  old  dead  Aunt 
I^ft  not  a  sixpence,  Pitt,  tliese  eyes  to  bless,  i 

But  from  the  Parish  saved  that  fool  at  Hesse. 


"  But  mind  me,  hie  !  to  plague  her  heart  when  dyin^  ' 

I  was  a  constant  hunter,  Nimrod  still ; 

And  when  in  state  as  dead's  a  Mack'rel  lying,  I 

I  ettred  not,  for  I  knew  the  Woman's  wUl.  i 

"  And  three  days  after  she  was  dead,  ' 

Which  some  folks  tliought  prodigiously  profane,  . 

I  took  it,  yes,  I  took  it  m  my  head  i 

To  order  Sir  John  Brute  at  Drury  Lane.  ' 

Had  she  respected  me,  I  do  aver,  I 

I  should  have  staid  at  home,  and  thought  of  her,  < 
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"  And  mind ;  keep  George  as  poor  as  a  Church  Mouse; 
Vote  not  a  halfpenny  for  Carleton  House  : 
This  may  appear  Hke  wonderl'ui  barbarity; 
But  mind,  Pitt,  mind,  he  gains  in  popularity. 

"  I  see  him  o'er  his  Father  try  to  rise, 
And  mount  an  Eagle  to  the  skies  ; 

But  poverty  will  check  his  daring  flight ; 
Besides,  should  George  receive  a  grant, 
He  gets  the  golden  orbs  /  want  ; 

Then,  Civil  List  deficiencies,  good  night ! 

"  And  hiB  !  that  wicked  son-in-law  of  Brown*, 
Losing  all  sort  of  reverence  for  a  Crown, 

Hath  sent  me  in  a  Bill  so  dread  : 
What's  very  strange  too,  Pitt,  I'll  tell  ye  more ; 
The  rascal  came  into  my  house,  and  swore 

'Twas  a  just  Bill,  and  that  he  must  be  paid ; 
Yes,  tliat  he  would,  he  swore  (how  saucy,  Pitt !), 
Or  send  a  Lawyer  to  me  with  a  writ. 

*  Mr.  Holland,  wtu>  marricil  >  Jaiigliler  of  tlic  \aXc  CapiJiililt  Brown;  toi 
wlio  lulh  KVCfal  timet  aHperlatnltii  Iruublcd  the  Palice  wilh  0  bill  of  two 
tLiiiusutd  pouDilt,   doe  tot  work  duoa   by   liii   Patber-in-tew  in   (be  Bofal 

VOL.  I.  8  D 
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"  Down  sent  I  Ramus  to  liim  o'er  and  oer, 

To  say  that  Browu  had  gain'd  enougli ; 
And  bid  him  to  the  Palace  come  no  more 

To  pester  Majesty  ivit^i  Bills  and  stuff. 

"  Whatj^l'itt  ?  pray  don't  you  think  I'm  right,  quU 

right?"— 

On  wliich  the  Premier,  with  a  faltering  bow, 

Stared  in  the  face  by  Truth,  looking  I  don't  know  ho^ 

Hanm'd  out  a  faint  assent.     Heavens,  how  polite  I 

How  pretty  'twas  in  Pitt,  what  great  good  sense. 
Not  to  give  Majesty  the  least  oft'ence!  — 
Whereas  Uie  Chancellor,  had  he  been  there, 
Whose  Tutor,  one  would  think,  had  been  a  Bear  ; 
Thinking  a  Briton  to  no  forms  confin'd, 
But  born  wKli  privilege  to  speak  his  nrind; 
Had  answer'd  with  a  thundering  tongue, 
"  I  think  your  Majesty  damnation  wrong ; 
1  know  no  moral  or  prescriptive  right 
In  Kings,  to  rob  a  Subject  of  a  mite : 

"  Give  him  his  just  demand,  it  is  but  fit ; 
Such  littlenesses  look  extremely  odd  ; 
Before  me  should  tlie  matter  come,  by  God, 

Your  Majesty  will  cursedly  be  bit. 


Kings  by  a  sense  <^  honour  should  be  sway'd  : 
Holland  must,  wilt,  by  God  he  shall,  be  paid." 

Ix)rd  Rochford  too,  the  genUe  youth,  was  there, 
Whose  svfcet  Ja/set to  voice  is  often  sported 

In  Glees  and  Catches ;  ao  that  all  who  heAr, 
Believe  a  pretty  Scmivir  imported. 

Anxious  to  please  the  Royal  Pair, 

I.ord  Salisbury  praised  the  words  and  air; 

My  Lord  who  boasts  a  pretty  tuneful  palate ; 
Who  kindly  teaches  Coblers  how  to  sing, 
Instructs  liis  Butler,  Baker,  on  the  string, 

And  with  Apollo's  Laurel  crowns  his  Valet*. 

*  A  Cobler,  Baker,  changed  to  a  Musician, 

Butlers,  and  LJck-trenchers  ! "  my  Reader  roars ; 
"  The  sacred  Art  is  in  a  sweet  condition  — 
A  pretty  way  of  rubbing  out  old  scores  ! 

"  God  bless  his  generosity  and  purse  : 
Soon  probably  his  Grandmother,  or  Nurse, 

*  Hit  Lonfahip  made  fame  nd  tppoiiKiDcnti  lo  hii  MaiMty*!  Bam) ;  if<H>- 
nut  DDuiniiical  roipifi,  wtio  receive  tlie  niary,  and  tbram  by  proxy :  boveier, 
he  hitli  bch>*ed  better  btely ,  and  mtde  atoncincnl,  by  irtving  Shivlil,  Dane*, 
BUke,  Pwkc,  iml  Hackwood,  to  tbc  Band. 
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May  to  the  happy  Band  unhe  their  notes ; 
Perchance,  the  List  respectable  to  grace, 
His  Lordship's  favourite  Horse  may  show  his  face^  I 

And  earn,  as  Chorus-singer,  all  his  oats," 

There  too  ^&  close  attendant  on  the  King, 
Sir  Charles*,  the  active,  elegant,  and  supple, 

Joined  with  the  happy  beings  of  the  ring. 

And  bowed  and  scraped  before  the  Sccptied  Couple; 

Poured  high  encomium  on  the  Birth-day  din. 

And  won  the  meed  of  many  a  Royal  grin. 

Sir  Charles,  the  most  polite,  devoted  man, 
Formed  perfectly  upon  the  Courtier  plan ; 
M'atches  each  motion  of  the  Iloyal  lips. 
And  round  his  Majesty  so  lively  skips : 

Keen  as  a  Hawk,  observes  his  Sovereign's  Eye, 
Explores  its  wants,  and  dwells  upon  its  stare  ; 

As  if  he  really  was  to  live  or  die 

According  to  th'  appearance  of  the  Glare: 

Hops,  dances,  of  true  courtliness  the  type, 

Just  like  a  Pea  on  a  Tobacco-pipe. 

Oft  will  his  Sacred  Majesty  look  down. 
With  aspect  conscious  of  a  glorious  Crown  ; 

■   Sii  Churlc*  TUompioti, 
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Look  down  with  surly  grandeur  on  the  Knight, 
As  if  such  servile  homage  was  his  right; 
And,  by  a  stare,  inform  the  fearful  thing. 
The  difference  'twixt  a  Subject  and  a  King, 

Thus  when  a  little  fearful  Puppy  meets 
A  noble  Ne\vfoundland  Dog  in  the  streets, 

He  creeps,  and  whines,  and  licks  the  lofty  Brute ; 
Curls  round  him,  falls  upon  his  back;  and  then 
Springs  up  and  gambols,  frisks  it  back  agen. 

And  crawls  in  dread  submission  to  his  foot ; 
Looks  up,  and  huf^s  his  neck,  and  seems  t'  intreat  him, 
With  every  mark  of  terror,  not  to  eat  him. 

The  Newfoundland  Dog,  conscious  of  his  might. 
Cocks  high  his  tail  and  ears,  his  state  to  sliow; 

Then  lifts  his  leg  (a  little  unpoiite), 

And  aknost  drowns  the  Supplicant  below : 

Then  seems,  in  full-blown  majesty,  to  say, 

"  Great  is  my  power;  but,  lo  !  I'll  not  abuse  it*:' 

I'm  Cesar !  paltry  Creature,  go  tliy  way ; 
But  mind,  I  can  devour  thee  if  I  choose  it." 

Sir  Charles  at  Theatres  oft  shows  his  mien : 
Skips  from  bis  Majesty  behind  the  scene, 
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To  make  a  femous  Actress  bksf,  by  saying 
How  pleased  the  Monarch  is,  how  oft  he  clapp'd, 
How  oft  the  Queen  her  fan  so  gracious  tapp'd, 

In  approbation  of  her  charming  playing. 

Then  will  the  Knight,  with  motions  all  so  quick, 
Rush  hack  again  o'erjoyed,  through  thin  and  thick, 

And  to  their  Sacred  Majesties  repair, 
Loaded  with  curtseys,  speeches,  thanks,  fine  things  ! 
Proud  as  some  old  Dame's  Nag  with  Queens  and  Kings 

Of  Gingerbread,  to  grace  a  country-fair. 

Then  will  Sir  Charles  race  back,  with  bold  career. 
With  soinetliing  netc  tlie  Royal  mouths  shall  utterj 

Sweet  to  the  Actress's  astonish'd  ear, 

As  Sugar-plums  to  brats,  or  Bread  and  Butler. 

Then  back  to  Majesty  Sir  Charles  will  fly 
With  the  great  Actress's  sublime  reply; 

As  for  example :  "  Dear  Sir  Cliarles,  dear  friend. 
Pray  thank  their  Majesties'  extreme  good-natar<^  • 

Who  in  their  goodnesses  can  condescend 
To  honour  thus  their  poor  devoted  Creature : 

Whose  patronage  gives  glory  to  a  name. 

Whose  smiles  alone  confer  immortal  fame. 
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I  beg,  Sir  Charles,  you'll  say  the  humblest  things  : 
Commend  me  to  the  Best  of  Queens  and  Kings." 

Back  with  the  messages  Sir  Charles  will  run, 
And  ivith  them  charm  of  Majesty  the  Sun : 
And  bid  him,  like  his  Brother  in  tlie  skies. 
Dart  smiling  radiance  from  his  mouth  and  eyes, 
Thrice-happy  Knight,  all  parties  formed  to  please ; 
Btest  porter  of  such  messages  as  these  ! 

Thus  'midst  the  Battle's  rage,  like  Lightning,  scOura 
An  Aide-de-camp,  his  General's  orders  carrying ; 

Bravely  he  gallops  through  the  bullet-showers, 
But  scarce  a  single  minute  tarrying; 

Then  to  the  General  back  with  answer  comes, 

'Midst  the  deep  tlumder  of  great  guns  and  drums; 

Now  forth  again  with  more  command  he  sallies; 

Then  back,  then  forth  again,  behold  him  huny ; 
To  this  who  runs  away,  to  that  who  rallies, 

All  bustle,  uproar  nild,  and  hurry-scurry. 

Yet  was  there  one  who  much  the  day  decried; 

Old  Lady  Mary  Duncan,  says  report. 
"  What!  no  dear  dear  Castrato  here?"  she  sigh'd; 

"  Why  tlien,  pox  take  the  Roaiings  and  the  Court : 
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Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  my  tortared  ears, 
And  shield  me  from  the  shouts  o(  such  He-bears ! 

"  Are  such  the  pretty  Notes  to  please? 
Then  may  I  never  more  hear  sounds  like  these. 

In  days  of  yore  they  might  have  had  their  merit ; 
Among  the  Rams'-horns  to  have  borne  a  bob 
That  did  at  Jericho  tlie  wondrous  job, 

Knocked  down  the  wall  with  so  much  spirit. 

"  The  sounds  may  answer  to  play  tricks 
Among  a  pack  of  drunken  Asses  ; 

To  break,  as  if  it  were  witli  Sticks, 

The  bones  of  Bottles  and  poor  Glasses. 

"  \yhere,  where  is  Pacchierotti's  heart-felt  strain, 

Where  Rubioelli's  sostenuto  note, 
That  tickled  oft  my  sighing  soul  to  pain, 

That  bade  my  senses  in  Elysium  float? 
Avaunt,  you  vile  black-bearded  rogues ;  avaunt ! 
Tis  smoother  Chins,  and  siveeler  Tones,  /  want." 

My  Lord  of  Exeter  was  also  there, 

Who  marvelling  cock'd  liis  time-discerning  car 

To  strains  tliat  did  such  honour  to  a  Throne. 
There  Ll^xbridge  taught  tlie  Audience  how  to  think; 
With  much  significant  and  knowing  wink, 

And  speeches  clad  in  Wisdom's  critic-tone : 
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Who  look'd  Musicians  through  with  lialf-shut  eyes; 
Most  solemn,  most  ctiromatically  wise. 

Sandwich,  the  glory  of  each  jovial  meeting, 
This  Fiddler  now,  now  that,  so  kindly  greeting, 

Appeai'ed,  and  shrewdly  pour'd  liis  hahs  and  hums: 
Great  in  Tattoo  my  Lord,  and  Cross-hand  Roll ; 
Great  in  the  Dead-march  stroke  sublime  of  Saul ; 

He  beats  old  Assbridge*  on  the  kettle-drums.       , 

What  pity,  to  our  military  host 

That  such  a  charming  Drummer  should  be  lost; 

And  feel  through  life  his  glories  overcast 
At  that  dull  Board  "f  where  never  could  he  learn, 
Of  Ships  tlie  difference  between  Stem  and  Stem, 

Hen-coops  and  Boats,  the  Rudder  and  the  Mast ! 

Say,  "midst  the  tuneful  tribeVas  Edmund  Burke? 
No :  Mun  was  cutting  out  for  Hastings  work  ; 

Writing  to  Cousin  Will  and  Co.  J,  to  league  'em 
Against  that  rogue  who,  like  a  Ruffian,  rose, 
And  twcak"d  a  Bulse  of  Jewels  from  the  nose 

Of  Dames  in  India,  christen'd  Munny  Begum. 

•  A  Eeule.dntfmner  of  great  celebrity. 
t  The  Adnnnlty. 
f  In  Uidiii. 
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Edmund,  who  formerly  look'd  fierce  as  Grimbald 
On  that  most  horrid  imp,  Sir  Thomas  Rumbold ; 

'\''ow'd,  like  a  Sheep  to  flay  that  eastern  tliief ; 
Till  strange  good  fortune  open'd  Edmund's  eyes: 
Oh .'  then  he  heard  of  innocence  the  cries, 

And,  like  Jew  Converts,  damn'd  his  old  belief. 
Yet  let  some  praise  for  Mun's  convention  pass 
To  that  great  won(kr--worher,  Saint  Dundas. 

Edmund  who  battled  hard  for  Powell's  life, 
And  swore  no  man  in  Virtue  e'er  went  further : 

To  prove  which  oath,  this  Powell  took  a  knife. 
And  made  tlie  World  believe  it,  by  self-murther.- 

Reader,  suppose  I  give  thee  a  small  Ode, 
Made  when  vile  Tippoo  Saib  in  triumph  rode ; 
And  play'd  the  devil  on  our  Indian  borders, 
In  person,  or  by  vile  Satemic  orders  : 

When  Mister  Burke,  so  famous  for  fine  speeches, 
From  trope  to  trope  a  downright  Rabbit  skipping,* 

Meant,  Schoolboy  like,  to  take  down  Hastmgs'  bn 
And  give  tlie  noble  Governor  a  Whipping. 


ft. 


If  rightly.  Reader,  I  translate  tliy  phiz, 

Thou  smil'st  consent.     I  thank  tliee :  here  it  b.- 
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But  mark  my  cleanliness  ere  I  bc^: 
Know,  I've  not  caught  the  itch  of  Party-sin ; 
To  Pitt  or  Fox  1  never  did  belong ; 
Truth,  truth  I  seek;  so  help  me  God  of  Song. 

Perhaps  to  a  Heathen  oath  thou  mayst  demur : 
Well  then  ;  suspicion  that  I  mayn't  incur. 

But  like  a  Christian  swear  I  do  not  shani ; 
By  all  the  Angels  of  yon  lofty  sky, 
Where  burning  Seraphim  and  Cherubs  crtf, 

I"m  of  no  Party ;  curse  me  if  I  am. 

By  all  those  iconder-monger  Saints  and  Martyrs, 
Cut,  for  the  love  of  God,  in  halves  and  quarters ; 

By  each  black  Soul  in  Purgatory  frying; 
By  all  those  winter  Souls,  Uiougli  we  can't  see  *em, 
Singing  their  Ave-Martf  and  Te  Deum 

On  yon  bright  cloud ;  I  swear  I  am  not  lying. 

No :  firee  as  air  the  Muse  shall  spread  her  wing, 
Oiwhom,  and  wheti,  and  zvhat  she  pleases,  sing; 
Though  Privy  Councils,  jealous  of  her  note, 
Prescribed  of  late  a  halter  for  her  tliroat  *. 

Let  Folly  spring;  my  Eagle,  Falcon,  Kite, 
Hawk,  Satire,  what  you  will,  shall  mark  her  Bight; 

■  'Riitii  K  piece  of  mrrt  iiuiiry,  ^B 
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Thi'ough  huts  or  pidaces  ('tis  just  the  same), 
With  equal  rage,  pursue  the  panting  Game; 
And  lay  (by  Princes  or  by  Peasants  bred), 
Low  at  the  owner's  feet,  the  Cuckoo  dead. 


] 


ODE  TO  EDMUND. 

Much  edijied am  I  by  Edmund  Burke; 
Well-pleased  I  see  his  Mill-like  Mouth  at  work, 
Grinding  away  for  poor  Old  England's  good  : 

He  ^ves  of  elocution  such  a  feast; 

He  tells  of  such  dread  doings  in  the  East; 
And  sighs,  aa  'twere  for  his  own  flesh  and  blood. 

Shroff,  Oiout,  Lack,  Omra,  Dustuck^  Nabob,  Burn 
Crore,  Choultry,  Begum,  leave  his  lips  in  tliunder. 

With  matchless  pathos  Mun  describes  the  Gag 
Employed  by  that  vile  Son  of  Hyder  Naig, 

Named  Tlppoo ;  Gags  that  British  mouths  detest : 
Occasion'd  paitly  by  that  man  so  sad, 
That  Hastings  ;  oh !  deserving  all  that's  bad  ; 

That  villain,  murderer,  tyrant,  dog,  wild  beast. 

Poor  Edmund  sees  poor  Britain's  setting  sun  : 
Poor  Edmund  groans,  and  Britain  is  undone. — 
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Reader,  thou  hast,  I  do  presume 

(God  knows  though),  been  in  a  snug  room, 
By  coals  or  wood  made  comfortably  ivarm, 

And  often  fancied  diat  a  Storm  without 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  rout. 
Sunk  ships,  tore  tiecs  up,  done  a  world  of  barm. 

Yes ;  thou  hast  lifted  up  thy  tearful  eyes, 

Fancying  thou  heardst  of  Mariners  the  cries  ; 

And  sighed :  "  How  wretched  now  must  thousands  be! 

Oh,  how  I  pity  the  poor  souls  at  Sea !" — 

When  lo,  this  dreadful  Tempest,  and  his  roar, 

A  Zephyr  in  the  key-hole  of  the  door! 

Now  may  not  Edmund's  Howlings  be  a  Sigh 

Pressing  through  Edmund's  lungs  for  loaves  and  fishes, 

On  wliich  he  long  hath  looked  with  longing  eye, 
To  fill  poor  Edmund's  not  o'er-burden'd  dishes  ? 

Give  Mun  a  sop,  forgot  will  be  complaint; 
Britain  be  safe,  and  Hastings  prove  a  Saint. 


Now  for  the  Drawing-room,  O  Muse  so  madding, 
Delighted  in  digression  to  be  gadding. — 
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Hampden  and  Fortescue  (brave  names  !)  attended ; 
The  last,  in  Catches  wonderfully  mended. 
The  lovely  Lady  Clarges  too  was  there ; 

To  all  the  Graces,  as  to  Music,  bom  : 
Wliose  notes  so  sweetly  melting  soothe  the  ear, 

Soft  as  the  Robin's  to  the  blush  of  Morn. 

There  too  th^;  rare  Vlol-di-gamba  Pratt, 
Whose  Fingers  fair  tlie  strings  so  nicely  pat  ,• 
And  Bow  tliat  brings  out  sounds  unknown  at  Babel, 
Though  not  so  sweet  as  tliose  of  Mister  Abel ; 

Dear  Maid,  the  daughter  of  that  Prince  of  Pratts 
Wi]o  Music  cons  as  well  as  Law;  and  swears 
The  Girl  shall  scrub  no  eoul's  but  Handel's  airs. 

To  whom  he  tliinks  our  great  Composers  Cats  : 

Id  est,  Sacchini,  Haydn,  Bach,  and  Gluck, 
And  twenty  more  who  never  had  the  luck 

To  please  the  nicer  ears  of  some  Crowned  Folk ; 
Ears  that,  like  other  people's  though  they  grow. 
Poor  creatures !  really  want  tlie  sense  to  know 

Psalm-tunes  so  mournful  from  the  old  Black  Joke. 

That  musty  muSic-bunter  too,  Mas.  D., 
Much-travel'd  Bumey,  came  to  hear  and  see : 
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He,  in  his  tour  who  found  such  great  Protectors  ; 
Kings,  Queens,  Dukes,  Margraves,  Margravines,  Elec- 
tors, 
Who  asked  the  Doctor  many  a  gracious  question, 

And  treated  him  with  marvellous  hospitality ; 
Guessing  he  had  as  clever  a  digestion 

For  Meat  and  Drmk,  as  Music  of  rare  quality. 

Not  with  much  glee  the  Doctor  heard  the  Ode : 
But  turned  his  disappointed  eyes  to  God ; 

And  wished  it  his  own  setting,  with  a  sigh ; 
For,  ere  to  Salisbury's  house  the  Doctor  came. 
To  get  as  Ode-setter  enrolled  his  name, 

Behold,  behold,  the  wedding  was  gone  by! 

Ah,  how  unlucky  that  the  prize  was  lost! — 
Parsons,  who,  daring,  dash'd  through  thick  and  thin, 

Eclipse  the  Second,  got  like  Lightning  ut, 
When  Bumey  just  bad  reached  the  tUiiatice-poat. 

Yet,  gentle  Muse,  let  candour  this  allow; 
That,  though  his  heart  was  mortified  enow. 
The  Doctor  did  htft  Rival's  Eirt  admire, 
And  owned  his  maiden  crotcliets  full  of  fire : 
Crotchets,  though  sweet,  alas  !  condenin'd  to  lie, 
Like  Royal  Virtues,  hid  from  mortal  eye; — 
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Crotchets  that  songful  Mister  Parsons  ties 
To  Tom's  big  phrase,  to  make  sublimer  cries ; 

Thrice-happy  union  to  entrance  the  soul ! 
How  like  the  notes  of  Cats,  a  vocal  pair. 
By  boys  (to  catch  their  wild  and  mingled  air) 
Tied  tail  to  tail,  and  thrown  across  a  pole ! 

But  \shere  was  great  Sir  Watkyn  all  this  time? 
Why  heard  he  not  the  Air  and  lofty  Rhyme  ? 

The  sleek  Welsh  Deity,  who  music  knows : 
The  Alexander  of  tlie  Tottenham  troops*; 
Who,  tutor"d  by  his  stampings,  nods,  grunts,  whoop 

Do  wondrous  execution  with  their  bows. 

Sir  Watkyn,  deep  in  dismal  dudgeon  gone. 

Far  in  his  Cambrian  villa  f  sat  alone ; 

To  Mistress  Walsingliam:]:  he  scrubb'd  his  base, 

While  anger  swcll'd  the  volume  of  hb  Face, 

Flaming,  like  Suns  of  London  in  a  fog. 

Of  Mistress  Walsinghani  he  sung  with  ire : 
His  Eyes  as  red  as  Ferret's  eyes,  witli  6re; 

His  mighty  soul  for  vengeance  all  agog. 


*  Sir  Watkin  is  a  member  of  the  AacieDtMiuic  concert  in  TattenhutiS 
and  muEb  KltcQJed  lu,  boUi  fur  bts  vt  and  icicnce. 

1  Wynneitay. 

I  Tlie  quarrel  btlwecn  tbe  Knigtil  and  tlie  Lady  trai  a  woodeiful 
Taatxne  luiiinij  tatttlUm*  iraf 
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Achilles  thus,  affronted  to  the  beard, 

His  Sledge-like  Fist  o'er  Agamemnon  rear'd. 

And  doivn  liis  throat  ivould  fain  his  words  have  ramm'd; 
Wlio,  after  oaths  (a  pretty  decent  volley), 
And  rating  the  long  Monarch  for  Ids  folly, 

Informed  the  King  of  Men  he  might  be  damn'd ; 
Then  to  his  tent  majestic  strode,  to  strum, 
And  scrape  his  anger  out  on  tweedle-dura. 

Yet  Mistress  Walsingham  the  Ode  attended ; 
From  Squire  Apollo  lineally  descended  : 
A  Dame  nho  dances,  paints,  and  plays,  and  sings; 
The  Saint  Cecilia,  Queen  of  Wind  and  String ; 
Though  scarcely  bigger  than  a  Cat,  a  Dame, 
'Midst  the  Bas  Bleus,  a  Giant  as  to  Fame. 


When  fiddle,  hautboy,  clarionet,  bassoon, 

On  Sunday  (deemed  by  us  good  Christians,  oddj^ 
Unite  their  clang,  and  pour  their  merry  tune  •' 

Xnjiggish  gratitude  to  God  : 
Ix» !  if  a  witless  Member  should  desire. 

Instead  of  Handel,  strains  perchance  of  Haydn, 
A  fierce  Semiramis  she  flames  with  tire, 

This  Amazonian  crotchet-loving  Maiden. 
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She  looks  at  him  with  such  a  pair  of  eyes  I^- 
Reader,  by  way  of  simile-digi-essioii, 

AKhicli  to  uiy  subject  liappiiy  applies, 
Didst  ever  see  Grimalkin  in  a  passion  ; 

Lifting  her  back,  and  ears,  and  tail,  and  hair; 
Giving  her  two  expressive  Goglers 
(Not  in  the  snect  and  tender  style  of  Oglers), 

A  fierce,  broad,  wild,  fixed,  furious,  tlireatening  s 


If  so,  thou  mayst  some  J  ahit  idea  have 
Of  this  great  Lady  at  her  tuneful  Club ; 

AYho  very  often  bath  been  heard  to  rave, 

And  with  much  eloquence  the  Membei's  snub. 


Some  people  by  tlieir  souls  will  swear. 
That  if  Musicians  miss  but  half  a  bar, 

Just  like  an  Irishman  she  starts  to  bother; 
And,  iu  the  violence  of  Quaver-madness, 
Where  nought  should  reign  but  harmony  and  ^dnes^ 

Slie  knocks  one  tuneful  head  against  another  : 
Then  screams  ia  sucJi  chromatic  tones, 
Upon  Apolloi's  poor  affrighted  Sons ; 
Whose  trembling  tongues,  when  ha's  bcgipa,  t 
Are,  in  tlie  dig  vociferating,  drown 'd. 
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Thus  when  the  Oxford  Bell,  baptized  Great  Toro, 
Shakes  all  the  City  with  his  it-on  tongue, 

The  little  Tinklers  might  as  well  be  dumb 
As  ask  attention  to  their  puny  scHig ; 

So  much  the  Lilliputians  arc  o'ercome 

By  the  deep  thunder  of  the  mighty  Tom. 

Handel,  as  famed  for  manners  as  a  Pig, 
Enraged,  upon  a  time  puU'd  ofThis  wig, 
And  flung  it  plump  in  poor  Cuzzoni's  face, 
Because  the  little  Syren  missed  a  grace  : 

Musicians  therefore  should  beware ; 

Or,  in  the  face  of  some  unlucky  Chap, 
Although  she  cannot  fling  a  load  of  Hair, 

She  probably  may  dart  her  Cap. 

Oft  when  a  Youtli  to  some  sweet  blushing  Maid 
Hadi  slily  wiiisper'd  amatory  things, 

And,  more  by  passion  than  by  music  sway'd, 
Broke  on  tlie  tuneful  Dialogue  of  Strings  ; 

Roused  like  a  Tigress  from  a  favourite  feast, 
Up  hath  the  valiant  Gentlewoman  sprung. 
With  Lightning  look,  and  thundering  tongue. 

Ready  with  out-stretch'd  nect  to  eat  the  beast' 
That  boldly  dared,  so  blasphemously  ra^i, 
Mix  with  Ujc  air  divine  his  lovesick  tfStih. 
S£  3 
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Reader,  attend  her ;  she  will  so  airidi  ye 
AVjtli  Wuaic-knonledges  of  every  kind, 

From  that  poor  nothing-moQger,  old  Quilici, 
To  Handel's  lofty  and  capacious  mind : 

Run  wild  divisions  on  the  various  meiit 
Of  this  and  that  Composer's  spirit ; 

On  Gluck's  Subhniities  be  all  so  chatty; 
Talk  of  tfie  Serio-comic  of  PiccJni, 
Compare  the  Elegance  of  sweet  Sacchini 

And  Iron  Melodies  of  old  Scarlatti ! 

But  not  one  word  on  Bridsh  Worth,  I  fleen  : 
Their  very  mention  gives  the  Dame  the  spleen  ; 

'Twere  c"cn  disgrace  to  lell  their  mawkisli  Names  : 
Mere  Cart-horses  ;  poor  unlnventive  fools, 
Who  neither  Music  make,  nor  know  its  rules ; 

Whose  \\'ork3  should  only  come  to  light  mjlames. 


To  depths  of  Music  doth  this  Dame  pi-elend; 
Nought  can  her  science  well  transcend, 

If  you  the  Lady's  mm  opinion  ask : 
And  when  she  talks  of  musical  Inditers, 
She  shows  a  vast  acquaintance  with  all  Writers, 

And  takes  them  critically  all  to  task. 
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Dear  Gentlewoman !  wlio  so  great,  so  chaste. 
So  foreign  in  her  tweedk-dummish  taste, 
Faints  at  tlie  name  of  that  enchanting  fellow, 
The  melting  amoroso,  Paiaiello  : 

With  notes  on  Tarchi,  Sarti,  will  o'erwhelm  ye; 
Giordani,  sweeter  than  the  Ilybla  Honey; 
Anfossi,  Cimcrosa,  Bach,  Bertoni, 

Rauzzini,  Abel,  Pleyel,  Guglichni ; 

Can  tell  you  that  th'  Italian  School  is  airy. 
Expressive,  elegant,  light  as  a  Fairy ; 

The  German,  hea\-y,  deep,  scholastic; 
Tlie  French,  most  miserably  whining,  moaning, 
Oft  like  poor  Devils  in  the  Colic  groaning, 

Noisy  Eind  screaming,  hideous,  Hudibrastic. 

The  female  Visitors  around  her  gaze, 

AVith  wondering  eyes,  and  mouths  of  wide  amaze, 

To  hear  her  pompously  demand  the  key 

Of  every  piece  Musicians  play : 

Astonish'd  see  this  Petticoat-Apollo, 
With  stamping  foot,  and  beck'ning  hands 
And  bead,  time-nodding,  issue  high  commands, 

Beating  the  Tottenliam-road  Director*  hollow. 


■  Jo«b  Bile,  Eiquirc. 
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Yes :  they  behold  amazed  this  tuneful  Whale, 
And  catch  each  crotchet  of  her  rkh  discourse, 
Utter'd  with  classic  el^ance  ajid  force, 

On  diatonic  and  diromaiic  scale : 
Then  stare  to  see  the  Lady  wisely  pore 
On  scientific  zig-zag  Score. 

Reader,  at  this  great  Lady's  Sunday  meeting, 
'Midst  tuning  instruments  each  other  greeting, 

Screaming  as  if  they  had  not  met  for  years, 
So  joyous,  and  so  great  their  clatter ;  say, 
Didst  ever  see  this  Lady  striking  A 

Upon  her  harpsichord,  with  bending  ears ; 
With  open  mouth,  and  stare  profound. 

Attention  nailed,  and  head  awry, 

Watching  each  atom  of  the  tuneful  cry 
Till  alamire  unison  goes  round  ? 

Didst  ever  see  her  Hands  outstretch "d  like  Wings*. 

Towards  the  Band,  though  led  by  Cramer, 
Wide-swimming  for  pianos  on  the  strings ; 

Now  sudden  raised*,  like  Mister  Christie's  Hai 
To  bid  thcyo7'/e  roar  in  sudden  thunder. 
And  fill  tlie  gaping  Multitude  with  wonder? — 

Mutions  established  hy  tLe  Cosnaternli  fur  showing  the  light  and  ti 
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Thou  never  didst?  Then,  frieiul,  nilhout  a  [mm, 
I  envy  thee  a  happuiess  to  come. 

"  He  moulds  his  I  larp,"  quoth  Tom,  "  to  maimers  mild ;' 
To  Kings,  for  Babe-like  manners  simple  styled, 

And  fjraced  witli  Virtues  tlmt  would  fill  «  Tun. 
To  him  the  Poet  humbly  makes  a  leg, 
^\'ho,  Goose-like,  brooding  o'er  tlie  iavourite  Egg 

Of  Genius,  gives  the  Phoenix  to  the  Sun. 

To  him  who  for  such  Eggs  is  alivaj-s  watching. 
And  never  more  delighted  than  when  hatching ; 

Which  makes  the  number  offcr'd  to  the  Sun 
So  vast ! — why,  verily  as  thick  as  Peas  : 
That  people  raay  collect,  nith  e^uai  case, 

A  thousand  noble  instances,  as  one. 

AVhat  numbers  Wisdom  to  liis  care  hath  given  ! 

All  hatch 'd;  some  living,  others  gone  to  Heawu. 
Thus  in  the  Pinnick's*  nest  tlie  Cuckoo  lays; 

Then,  easy  as  a  FrcDChman,  takes  her  6iglit :  — 
Due  homage  to  tlie  Eggs  the  Pionick  paj-s, 

And  brings  the  little  Lubbers  into  light. 

*  \  IhNn  nlM  to  Mna  cooMia,  Uul  ■ll'inJi  Hip  Uih.'  IliiJ,  wul  Ic 
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The  modern  Poet  sings,  quoth  Tom  again, 
Of  Monarchs  who,  ivith  economic  fury, 

Force  all  the  tuneful  world  to  Tottenham  Lane, 
And  lock  up  all  the  doors  of  harmless  Drury*. 

Say,  why  this  curse  on  Drury's  harmless  door, 
That  tlius  in  anger  Majesty  should  lock  it  ? 

Muse,  are  the  Tottenham-street  Subscribers  poor? 
Will  Drury  keep  some/jcHrc  from  Tottenham 'spock© 

Doth  tlircatening  Bankruptcy  extend  a  gloom 

O'er  the  proud  walls  of  Tottenham's  Regal  room? 

Perchance  'tis  Mara's  Song  that  gives  offence ; 

Jlific  ilia  lacryma,  I  fear : 
The  Song  that  once  could  charm  the  Royal  sense, 

Delights,  alas  !  no  more  the  Royal  ear. 
Gods  !  can  a  Guinea  deaden  every  note. 
And  make  tlic  Nightingale's  a  Raven's  throat? 


•  Tlie  Oratorios  were  to  have  been  petformed  al  Drury  Lane  thit  jMr,  in 
til*  comluct  of  Mr.  Lialey  and  Dr.  Arnold.  Madame  Mara  wai  to  bite  ■ 
bited  her  amazing;  pcwera.  Tliu  would  Iwvc  been  a  deatU<9tr(ik«  to  (lie  pigniy 
pcifunnance  in  Tollentiam -court  Ruad.  How  diould  tlic  Pirid;  he  savvd  ?  By 
killing  the  Giant:  and  lo!  his  deatb-warrut  balli  been  digued.  Byw 
of  the  comtitutioa !  None.  Con  the  Giimif  A/nuDfiiedo  muref  < 
rwil  &?»,  pteettiiitiir  Jdtfri. 
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But  let  me  give  liis  Majesty  a  hint, 

Fresh  froni  my  brain's  prolific  mint. 
Suppose  we  amateurs  should,  in  a  fury, 

Just  take  it  in  our  John-Bull  heads  to  say 

(And  lo,  'tis  very  probable  ive  Tiiay), 
*'  We  will  have  Oratorios  at  Drury  ?" 

How  must  he  look?  Blajik,  wonderfully  blank; 
And  think  such  Speech  an  insult  on  his  rank. 
AViiat  could  he  do? — oppose  with  ire  so  hot? 
I  think  his  Majesty  had  better  not*. 

Pity  a  King  should  with  his  Subjects  squabble 

About  an  Oratorio  or  a  Play ; 
It  puts  him  on  a  footing  with  the  Rabble ; 

And  that's  unkingl^,  let  me  say. 

Suppose  he  comes  off  Conqueror ;  alas ! 

For  such  a  \'ictory  he  ought  lo  sigh. 
But,  Lord  !  suppose  it  so  should  come  to  pass, 

That  Majesty  comes  off  witli  a  black  eye  ? 
Whether  he  lose  or  win  tlie  day, 
The  World  m  ill  christen  it  a  paltry  fray. 

•  Indcci]  hii  Miunty  InUi  pindeotly  takeo  the  liini.  Drurr,  in  (pilr  of  llw 
Rvjral  rniH-n,  haib  liad  lia  OratoHm  pTrTotiiicd,  to  the  no  imall  nenificatioD  of 
poor  deMrlcd  Totlculuuii. 


Kings  should  he  never  in  tlie  wrong* : 
They  never  are,  some  Wiseacree  declare. 

Poh !  such  a  speech  may  do  tor  Birth-day  Song, 
But  makes  us  philosophic  people  stare. 

I  know  a  certain  Owner  of  a  Crown, 

Not  </uite  a  hundred  miles  from  Windsor  tOHTi, 

Who  harbour'd  of  liis  Neighbour  horrid  notions, 
A  Widow  Gentlen'oman ;  who,  he  said, 
Popp'd  from  her  window  every  day  her  bead 

Impertinent,  to  watch  his  Royal  motions. 


"What?  what?"  quotii  Majesty ; 
To  take  my  motions  by  surprise  : 


'  I'll  teach  her  eyi 


•  Vet  let  lu  ^ve  an  iostance  »!'  wMiig  proc«e4liag>.  A  (Wfain  Kii^  M 
Queen,  but ead  of  haiing  Concert!  al  their  Piiace,  in  the  style  of  utlicrPrnei 
Mich  a>  tbe  King  of  France,  the  Emperor,  tlie  Eiupreu  orRowia,  &c.  have  uile*^ 
into  >  priralc  wtecrtption  for  ■  Concert  hi  n  pitithi  Street.  Thty  pa;  their  ^ 
gnineu  nplcce ;  anil,  wtwt  it  auMV  QdnordBv?,  grt  m  (hear  CUIikiNi,  m  « 
are  told,  gtalii.  What  it  atill  more  extmnrdinary,  tlity  Itaie  entered  tnlai 
Bund  for  bormrinx  lv,u  lliuusand  pomids  for  pulliu^  Uie  lioiue  into  a  deHI 
repair,  fit  for  tlie  meption  of  tbe  King  oT  the  finrt  Tmifan  OfWB  orth.  C 
whom  ha>  ttiu  money  been  borroiMd^  Uarvellinf;  Reader,  nf  Ike  pott  Ma| 
ciana'  fund,  which  money  mi^bt  have  been  placed  out  tu  a  mnch  euperioT  m 
Tantage.  Let  me  add,  tiiat  tbe  Subscribers  order  a  formal  Rehearwl  previa! 
to  erer;  Concent  lo  Umt,  in  fact,  tbey  ^t  a  donble  concert  for  their  moticg 
MdoMbMdIr  U  die  Mtf  tmli^attion  af  the  fmtm  of  *t  hapfip  Cramer,  Bof^ 
HiifU,  Cerwtlo,  Alc.;  vi4M,inli»ta>taiw«,  eanitfa.)raMM7Mt  vn^Mlft 
Ibe  patient  and  Lboriaui  animal  colled  a  Draybone. 
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One  cannot  breakfast,  dine,  drink  tea,  nor  sup^ 
But,  wliip !  the  Woman's  head  at  once  is  out, 
To  see  and  hear  what  we  are  all  about. 

rii  cure  lier  of  that  ta'ick,  aud  block  her  up." 

Mad  as  his  Military  Grace* 

For  fortifying  every  place, 
From  Dock-yards  to  a  Necessary-heuae ; 

The  Monarch  dreamt  of  notliing  but  the  Wall ; 

The  saucy  Spy  in  Petticoats  to  maul, 
And  make  her  Eagle  pride  crawl  like  a  Louse. 

Now  Workmen  came,  ivitii  formidable  stones. 

To  block  up  the  poor  Widow  Jones : 
Who  mark'd  this  dread  Blockade;  and,  with  a  frown. 

And  to  t!ie  cause  of  freedom  true, 

One  of  the  old  hen's  chicks  so  blue, 
Fast  as  the  Kifig  built  up,  the  Dame  pull'd  down. 

Twas  up,  'twas  down  ;  'twas  up  again,  'twas  down ; 
Much  did  the  Country  with  the  Battle  ring. 
Between  the  valiant  Widow  and  the  King, 

That  admiration  raised  in  Windsor  town  ; 

The  mighty  Battling  Broughtons  and  tlie  Slacks 
Ne'er  knew  more  money  betted  on  their  backs. 
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Sing,  heavenly  Muse,  liow  ended  this  affray. — 
Just  as  it  happens,  faitli,  nine  times  in  ten, 
Al'hen  Dames  so  spirited  engage  witii  Men  ; 

That  is,  th'  heroic  Widow  won  the  day  : 

The  King  could  not  the  Woman  maul, 

But  found  himself  most  shamefully  defeated ; 
Then,  very  wisely,  he  retreated, 

And,  very  prudently,  gave  up  the  Wall. 

Now  sing,  O  Muse,  the  warlike  Ammunition 
Used  by  the  Dame  in  her  besieged  condition, 

That  on  the  host  of  vile  Invaders  flew. 

Say,  did  no  God  nor  Goddess  cry  out  "Shame ! 
'  And  nobly  hasten  to  relieve  the  Dame 

From  such  a  resolute  and  hostile  crew? 

Yes  :  Neptune,  like  her  Guardian  Angel  kind, 
Joined  the  poor  Widow  Jones,  and  ran  up  stairs; 
Then  fiercely  caught  up  certain  earthen  Mares,        , 

And,  pleased  his  favourite  Element  to  find, 
Bid  on  their  heads  the  briny  torrents  flow. 
And  wash'd  like  Shags  tlie  Combatants  below. 

The  goddess  Cloacina  too,  so  hearty, 

Rush'd  to  tlie  Widow's  house,  and  join 'd  the  party; 
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But  say,  what  Ammunition  fiH'd  her  hand, 

Fame  for  the  Widow  to  acquire, 

To  bid  the  Enemy  retire, 
And  give  to  public  scoin  tlie  daring  band  ? 

What  that  strong  Ammunition  was,  the  Bard 
Heard  as  a  secret,  tlierefore  must  not  tell ; 

Nor  would  he  for  a  thousand  pounds  reward 
To  Beaus  reveal  it,  or  the  sweetest  Belle. 

Yet  Nature  possibly  hath  made  a  snout 

Blest  with  sagacity  to  smell  it  out. 

Reader,  don't  stand  so,  staring  like  a  Calf; 
Thy  gaping  attitude  provokes  my  laugh. 
Thou  think'st  that  Monarclis  never  can  act  ill : 
Get  tliy  head  shaved,  poor  fool !  or  tliink  so  still. 

Whether  thou  deem'st  my  Story  false  or  true, 

I  value  not  a  rush. 
Wilt  liave  another? — "  No." — Nay,  prithee  do.—    * 
"  I  won't." — ^Thou  shal^  by  Heavens ;   so  prith^ 
hush. 

But,  ere  I  give  the  Tale,  my  tuneful  Biide, 

My  Lady  Muse,  shall  talk  of  Kingi  and  Pride. — 
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Some  Kin^  on  Thrones,  are  Children  on  the  Lap ; 

Children,  that  all  of  us  see  every  day ; 
Brats  that  kick,  squall,  and  quarrel  with  their  pap. 

Tearing,  and  swearing  they  will  have  their  way : 
And,  what  too  tlieir  great  reputation  rifles, 
Kings  quarrel,  just  like  Children,  about  trifles. 

Moreover,  'tis  a  terrible  aflair  i 

For  kingly  worship  to  be  kick'd  by  fellows 

Who  probably  feed  half  their  time  on  air, 

Mending  old  kettles  or  old  bellows.  \ 

My  Lady  Pride's  a  very  lofty  Being, 

Much  pleased  with  people's  scraping,  bowing,  knecll 
Fruitful  in  egotisms,  and  full  of  brags  :  j 

Her  Ladyship  in  nought  can  brook  denial ; 

And,  as  for  insult,  'tis  a  killing  trial,  i 

And  more  especially  from  Men  of  Rags,  \ 


For  Pride,  such  is  her  statelincss,  alas ! 
iUtber  ttian  feel  the  kickings  of  an  aas. 
Would  calmly  put  up  with  a  leg  of  horse. 
Though  pelting  her  with  fifty  times  tlie  force ; 
Nay,  tliough  her  brains  came  out  upon  the  ground, 
Were  braina- wiihinher bead-piece  to  be  found* 
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A  KING  AND  A  BRICK-MAKER*. 


A  King  near  Pimlico,  with  nose  and  state 

Did  very  much  a  neighbouring  Brick-kiln  hate, 
Because  the  Kiln  did  vomit  nasty  Smoke ; 

Which  Smoke,  I  can't  say  very  nicely  bred, 

Did  very  often  take  it  in  its  head 
To  blacken  the  Great  House,  and  try  tlie  King  to  choak. 

His  Sacred  Majesty  would  sputtering  say. 

Upon  a  n'indy  day, 
"  I'll  make  the  Rascal  and  hia  Brick-kiln  hop. 

Pox  take  tlie  smoke,  the  sulplmr.     Zoundb  ! 

It  forces  donn  my  throat  by  pounds; 
My  Belly  is  a  downright  Blacksmith's  Shop." 

One  day,  ho  was  so  pester'd  by  a.  (Mmd, 
He  could  not  bear  it,  and  thus  bawl'd  aloud: 
"  Go,"  roar'd  his  Majesty  unto  a  Page, 
Work'd,  like  a  Lion,  to  a  devilish  rage, 
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"  Go,  tell  the  rascal  who  the  Brick-kilo  owns. 
That  if  he  dares  to  burn  another  brick. 
Black  all  ray  House  like  Hell,  and  make  me  sick, 

I'll  tear  his  Kiln  to  rags,  and  break  his  bones." 

Off  Billy  Ramus  set,  his  errand  told  : 
On  which  the  Brickmaker,  a  little  bold, 

Exclaiin'd,  "  He  break  my  bones,  good  Master  Page 
He  say  my  Kiln  shan't  burn  anotlier  brick. 
Because  it  blacks  his  house  and  makes  him  sick  I 

Billy,  go,  give  ray  liroe  to  Master's  rage, 

And  say,  more  bricks  I  am  resolved  to  burn  ; 

And  if  the  Smoke  his  Worsliip's  stomach  tarn,  •. 

Tell  him  to  stop  his  mouth  and  snout.  ' 

Nay  more,  good  Page;  his  Majesty  shall  find 
ni  always  take  advantage  of  the  Wind, 

And,  damme,  try  to  smoke  Iiim  out." 

h 

This  was  a  shameful  message  to  a  King, 

From  a  poor  ragged  Rogue  that  dealt  in  Mud  ; 

Yet,  though  so  impudent  a  thing,  ' 

The  fellow's  rhetoric  could  not  be  withstood. 

i 

Stiff  as  against  poor  Hastings  Edmund  Burke, 

This  Brickmaker  went  tooth  and  nail  to  work. 
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And  formed  a  true  Vesuvius  on  the  eye ; 
The  Smoke  in  pitchy  Volumes  rolled  along, 
Rush'd  through  the  Royal  Dome  with  sulphur  strong, 

And,  thick  ascending,  darken'd  all  the  Sky. 

To  give  the  Smoke  a  nastier  stink, 
Indignant  Reader,  what  dost  think? 

The  Fellow  scraped  the  filthiest  stuff  together, 
Old  wigs,  old  hats,  old  woollen  caps,  old  rugs 
Replete  with  many  a  colony  of  bugs, 

Old  shoes  and  boots,  and  all  Uie  tribe  of  leather. 


Thus  did  the  Cloud  of  Stink  and  darkness  shade 
The  Building  for  the  Lord's  Anointed  made, 

And  blacken 'd  it  like  Palls  that  grace  a  buiying : 
Thus  was  this  Man  of  Mud  and  Straw  employed, 
Aiid  at  the  thought  so  wicked  overjoyed, 

Of  smoking  God's  Vicegerent  like  a  Herring; 

Of  serving  him  as  we  do  parts  of  Swine, 

Thought,  with  green  peas,  a  dish  extremely  fine. 

But,  to !  this  baneful  Rogue  of  Brick 

Fell,  for  his  Sovereign/or/wnafe^,  sick ; 

And,  ere  the  Wretch  could  glut  his  spleen  and  pride 

By  turning  Monarchs  mto  Bacon,  died. 
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The  modern  Bard,  quoth  Tom,  sublimely  sioge 
Of  sharp  and  prudent  economic  Kings, 

Who  rams,  and  ewes,  and  lambs,  and  bullocks  fee^l 
And  pigs  of  every  sort  of  breed : 

Of  Kings  who  pride  ^emselves  on  fruitful  sows ; 
Who  sell  skim-milk,  and  keep  a  guard  so  stout 
To  drive  the  Geese,  tlie  tliievisli  rascals,  out^ 

That  every  rooming  used  to  suck  the  Cows* : — 

Of  Kings  who  cabbages  and  carrots  planff 
For  such  as  wholesome  vegetables  want ; 

Who  feed  too  poultry  for  the  People's  sake ; 
Then  send  it  through  the  villages  in  carts, 
To  cheer  (how  wondrous  kind !)  die  hungry  Iiearto 

Of  such  as  only  pay  for  what  iliey  take. 

The  Poet  now,  quoth  Tom's  rare  LucubratioDj 
Singeth  Commercial  Treaties ;  Commutation ; 

Taxes  on  paint,  pomatum,  milk  of  roses, 
Olympian  dew,  gloves,  sticking-plaster,  hats, 
Quack  medicines  for  sick  Christians  and  sound  Rats, 

And  all  that  charms  our  eyes,  or  moutlis,  or  noses. 

•  Ii  it  pDHibte  for  Uiii  Slory  to  be  true?  We  would  ratUer  itive  il 


i 


t  Mr.  Warton  say>  io  bii  Ode,  "  Who  plut  the  dvU  ban :'  but  lie 
moot  cabbagt*  and  earroli!  tUe  fact  provei  it. 
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The  modern  Bard,  says  Tom,  sublimely  sings 
Of  virtuous,  gracious,  good,  uxorious  Kings, 

Wlio  love  their  Wives  so  constant  from  their  heart ; 
Wlio  doivn  at  Windsor  daily  go  a  sliopping, 
Their  heads  so  lovely  into  houses  popping, 

And  doing  wonders  in  the  haggling  art. 

And  why,  in  God's  name,  should  not  Queens  and  Kings 
Purchase  a  comb  or  corkscrew,  lace  for  cloaks, 

Edging  for  caps,  or  tape  for  apron-strings, 
Or  pins,  or  bobbin,  cheap  as  otiier  folks  ? 

Reader,  to  make  thine  eyes  with  wonder  stare, 

I  tell  theejarifihigs  claim  the  lloyal  cai'c. 
Farthings  are  helpless  Children  of  a  Guinea: 

If  not  well  watch'd,  they  travel  to  their  cost ; 
For,  lo  !  each  coppcr-visage«l  little  Ninny 

Is  very  apt  to  stray,  and  lo  be  lost. 


Extravagance  I  never  dared  defend : 
The greatesi  Kings  should  save  a  Candle-end; 
Since  'tis  an  axiom  sure,  tlie  more  folks  save. 
The  more,  indisputably,  they  must  have. 
Crown'd  Heads  of  saving  should  appeor  examples; 
And  Britain  really  boasts  iwoprctttf  samples! 
3  r  2 
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The  modern  Poet  sings,  quoth  Tom  again. 
Of  sweet  Excisemen,  an  oblig'wg  train  ; 

Who,  like  our  Guardian  Angels,  watch  our  housesJ 
And  add  another  civil  obligation 
That  addeth  greatly  to  our  reputation ; 

Hug,  in  our  absences,  our  loving  Spouses. 

Reader,  when  tired,  I'm  fond  of  taking  breath : 
Now,  as  thou  dost  admire  the  true  sublime. 
And  consequenl/j/  my  immortal  Rhyme, 

'Tis  clear  thou  never  canst  desire  my  death. 

Srvans,  in  their  songs,  most  musically  die : 
If  that's  the  case  then.  Reader,  so  might  /. 
Let  me  tlien  join  tliy  wishes  ;  slay  my  raptlire, 
And  nurse  my  lungs  to  sing  a  Second  Chapter. 


IN  CONTINUATION. 

"  Grant  me  an  honest  fame,  or  grant  me  none," 
Says  Pope  (I  don't  know  where),  a  little  Liar ;  1 

Who  if  he  praised  a  man,  'twas  in  a  tone 

That  made  his  Praise  like  Bunches  of  Sweetbri 

Which,  while  a  pleasing  fragrance  it  bestows, 

Pops  out  a  pretty  prickle  on  your  nose. 

Were  tome  folks  to  exclaim  who  fill  a  Throne, 
"  Grant  me  an  honest  feme,  or  grant  me  none  / 


ODE  UPON  ODE. 

Suck  Princes  were  upon  thejorlom  hopCy — 
Soon,  very  soon,  to  reputation  dead  : 

Their  idle  Laureats,  faith,  might  shut  up  shop. 
And  bid  their  lofty  Genius  go  to  bed. 

Muse,  this  is  all  well  said  ;  but,  not  t'  offend  ye, 
I  beg  you  ivill  not  cultivate  digression  : 

Plead  not  the  Poet's  quidUbet  audendi ; 

For  surely  there  are  limits  to  th'  expression : 

Then  cease  to  wanton  thus  in  Episode, 

And  tell  the  World  of  Mister  Warton's  Ode. 

The  modern  Poet,  Laureat  Thomas  says, 
To  Botany's  grand  Island  tunes  his  Lays, 

Fixed  for  Utic  Swains  and  Damsels  of  St.  Giles, 
Whose  knowledge  in  the  hocus-pocus  art 
Bids  them  from  Britain  sumewhat  sudden  start. 

To  teach  to  southern  climes  their  minislerial  wiles ; 

Improve  the  wisdom  of  the  Commonweal, 
And  teach  the  simple  Natives  how  to  steal ; 
The  picklock  sciences,  so  dark,  explain  ; 
And  to  ingenious  murder  turn  each  brain. 

Quoth  Tom  again  :  The  modern  Poet  sings 
Of  sweet,  good-natured,  inoffensive  Kings; 
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Who,  by  a  miracle^  escaped  with  life — 
Escaped  a  Damsel's  imst  tremendous  Knife; 
A  Knife  that  had  been  taught,  by  toil  and  art, 
To  pierce  the  Bowels  of  a  Pie  or  Tart.' 

Thus  having  given  a  full  display 

Of  what  our  Laureat  says,  or  meant  to  say ; 

I'll  beg  of  Thomas  to  instruct  my  ears, 
Why  in  his  Verses  he  should  call 

The  Knights  "ho  graced  the  high-ai-ched  Hall, 
A  set  of  Bears": 

Why  the  bold  steel-clad  Knights  of  elder  days 

Are  not  entitled  to  a  Utile  praise, 
Who  for  God's  cause  did  palace,  house,  and  hut  sell  ft 

As  well  as  Monarchs  of  the  present  date, 

Whose  dear  Religion,  of  which  Poets  prate, 
Might  lodge,  without  much  squeezing,  in  a  Nutshell,] 

"  What  King  hath  small  Religion  ?'*  thou  repliest : 
"  If  George  the  Third  tliou  meanest,  Bard,  thou  liesi 
Hold,  Thomas ;  not  so  furious :  I  know  things 
That  add  not  to  the  Piety  of  Kings. 
I've  seen  a  King  at  Chapel,  I  declare, 
Yawn,  gape,  laugh,  in  the  middle  of  a  Prayer : 

•  rtcfrtLeword  " Sange, "in ihc Liitmirs Orleror the NcwYcar. 
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When  inward  his  sod  Optics  ought  to  roll, 
To  view  Uie  dark  condition  of  his  Soul ; 
Catch  up  an  Opera-glass,  with  curious  eye, 
Forgetting  God,  some  Stranger's  phiz  to  spy, 
As  though  desirous  to  observe  if  Heaven 
Had  Christian  features  to  the  visage  given ; 
Tlicn  turn  (for  kind  communication  keen), 
And  tell  some  new-found  wonders  to  the  Queen- 
Thus  have  these  eyes  beheld  a  Cock  so  stately 
(Indeed  these  Lyric  eyes  beheld  one  lately), 

Labouring  upon  a  dunghill  with  each  knuckle: 
When  alter  many  a  peck,  and  scratch,  and  scrub. 
This  hunter  did  unkennel  a  poor  Grub, 

On  whidi  the  fellow  did  so  strut  and  chuckle; 
He  pcck'd  and  squinted,  peck'd  and  kenn'd  agen. 
Hallooing  lustily  to  Madame  Hen; 
To  wliom,  with  airs  of  triumph,  he  looked  around. 
And  told  what  ntbte  treasure  he  had  found. 

"  Ah  !  Peter,  Peter,"  Laureat  Thomas  cries, 

"  Thou  hast  no  fear  of  Kings  before  thy  eyes ; 

Great,  little,  all  with  thee  are  equal  jokes, 

And  mighty  Monarchs  merely  common  folks. 

All  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  Peter,  know — " 

Know  xchatf — "  That  Monarchs  are  not  merely  show: 
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Souls  they  possess,  and  on  a  glorious  scale." — 
To  this  I  answer,  Thomas,  with  a  Tale. 

A  Duke  of  Burgundy  (I  know  not  which). 
Thus  on  a  certain  time  address'd  a  Poet : 

"  I'm  much  afraid  of  that  same  scribbling-itch : 
You've  wit,  but  pray  be  cautious  how  you  show  it ; 

Say  nothing  in  your  Rhymes  about  a  King : 

If  Praise,  'tis  lies ;  if  Blame,  a  dangerous  thing.''- 
That  is,  the  Duke  believed  the  King  uncivil 
Might  kick  the  saucy  Poet  to  the  Devil. 

T.  W. 

Peter,  there's  odds  'twixt  staring  and  stark  mad- 

P.  P. 

Who  dares  deny  it  ?  So  there  is,  egad ! 

T.  W. 

Thou  think'st  no  Prince  of  common  sense  possest. 

P.P. 

Thomas,  thou  art  mistaken,  I  protest. 
On  Stanislaus  the  Muse  could  pour  her  strain, 
Who,  dying,  sunk  a  Sun  upon  Lorraine : 
Like  too  the  parted  Sun,  with  glory  crown'd. 
He  fill'd  with  blushes  deep  th'  horizon  round. 
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Frederic  the  Great,  who  died  the  other  day. 
Had  for  himself,  indeed,  a  deal  to  say : 

We  must  not  touch  upon  that  King's  belie/. 
Because  1  fear  he  seldom  said  his  prayers ; 

Nor  dare  we  say  the  Hero  was  no  tkief. 
Because  he  plunder'd  every  body's  wares. 

I'm  told  the  Emperor  is  vastly  wise; 

And  hope  tliat  Madame  Fame  hath  told  no  lies : 

Yet,  in  his  disputations  with  the  Dutch, 

The  Monarch's  oratory  was  not  much; 

Full  many  a  trope  from  Bayonet  or  Drum 

He  threaten'd — but,  behold  !  'twas  all  a  hum. 

Wise  are  our  gracious  Queen's  superb  Relations, 
The  pride  and  envy  of  the  German  Nations ; 
People  of  fashion,  worship,  wealth,  and  utate  ; 
Lo>  what  demand  for  them  in  Heaven  of  late ! 

Lo  !  with  his  knapsack,  even  just  now  departed, 
As  fine  a  Soldier,  faith,  as  ever  started. 
Whom  Death  did  almost  dread  to  lay  his  dews  on, 
Old  Captain  what's  bis  name  ? — Saxehilbergliausen* : 

•  GreatDDcIe  ta  oni  mMt  gncion*  Qa««i.     He  died  in   tlie  Emperof^ 
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For  whom  (with  zeal,  iox  folks  of  worship,  burning) 
We  once  again  are  blackened  up  by  mourning  ; 
To  show  by  glove,  cloth,  ribbon,  crape,  and  Ian. 
A  peck  of  trouble  for  Ul'  i^d  Gentleman. 

Ah  me !  what  dozens  dozens  dozens 

Our  Queen  hath  got  of  Uncles,  Aunts,  and  Cousinrf 
Egad,  if  thus  those  folks  continue  dying, 

Each  Briton,  doomed  to  dismal  black. 

Must  always  bear  a  Hearse-like  back. 
And,  like  Heraclitus,  be  always  crying. 

Great  is  the  Northern  Empress,  I  confess ; 

Much,  in  her  humour,  like  our  Good  Queen  Bess  ;  1 
Who  keeps  her  fair  Court  Dames  from  getting  drunk* 

And  all  so  temperate  herself,  folks  say, 

She  scarcely  drinks  a  dozen  drams  a  day ; 
And,  in  Ime  matters,  is  a  Queen  of  spunk. 

Yet  like  I  not  such  woman  for  a  Wife : 

Such  Heroines,  in  a  matrimonial  strife, 
Might  hammer  from  one's  tender  head  Aarrf  notes : 

1  own,  my  delicacy  is  so  great, 

I  cannot,  in  dispute,  with  rapture  meet 
Women,  who  look  like  Men  in  Petticoats. 

•  At  an  Auembljf  >(  Petenburcb,  tome  yean  lincr,  vrlueh  nu  honaurad;! 
with  tlic  prewDci!  of  tliE  Eiuprcif,  one  of  tlie  Rules  was,  tliut  do  I^y  it 
eome  dnak  tula  tb«  tmiu. 
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Oft  ia  a  learn'd  dispute  upon  a  cap, 

By  ^vay  of  answer  one  might  have  a  dap  ; 
Perhaps  oo  a  simple  Petticoat  or  gown;  |iw 

Nay,  possibly  on  Madam's  being  kias'd. 
And  really  I  would  ratlicr  be  knock'd  down 

By  weight  of  Argument,  than  weight  of  FisU 

I  like  not  Dames  whose  convei'sation  runs 

On  Battles,  Sieges,  Mortars,  and  Great  Guns : 
The  milder  Beauties  win  my  soften'd  soul,  ''^ 

Who  look  for  Fashions  with  desiring  eyes; 
Pleas'd  when  on  t^es  the  conversations  roll, 

Cork -rumps,  and  Merry-thoughts,  and  Lovers*  Si^is. 

Love  !  when  I  marry,  give  me  not  an  Ox : 

I  hate  a  Woman  like  a  Sentry-box  ; 

Nor  can  I  deem  that  Dame  a  charming  creature 

Whose  hard  face  holds  an  oath  m  every  feature.  T 


In  Woman,  Angel  sweetness  let  me  see; 

No  fialtoping  Horse-godmothers  fiMr  me. 

I  ow  n  1  cannot  brook  such  manltf  Belles 

As  Mademoiselle  d'Eons,  and  Hannah  Snefls: 

Yet  men  tliere  are  (how  strange  are  Love's  decrees!) 

Whose  palates  even  Jack-gentlewomen  please. 
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How  different,  Cynthia,  from  tiiy  form  so  fair, 

That  triumph  in  a  love-inspiring  Air ; 
Superior  beaming  even  where  thousands  shine : 

Thy  form,  where  all  the  tender  Graces  play, 

And,  blushing,  seem  in  every  smile  to  say, 
"  Behold,  we  boast  an  origin  divine!" 

See  too  the  Queen  of  France,  a  Gem  I  ween. 

With  reverence  let  me  hail  that  charming  Queen  ; 
Bliss  to  her  King,  and  lustre  to  her  Race ! 

Though  Venus  gave  of  Beauty  half  her  store, 

And  all  the  Graces  bid  a  World  adore, 
Her  smallest  beauties  are  the  charms  of  Face. 

T.  W. 
Heavens !  why  abroad  for  virtues  must  you  room  ? 

P.  P. 

Because  I  cannot  find  them,  Tom,  at  home. 

I  beg  your  pardon  ;  yes,  the  Prince  of  Wales 
(Whose  actions  smile  contempt  on  Scandal's  tales)  J 

Ranks  in  the  Muse's  favour  high : 

I  wish  some  folks  that  I  could  name  with  ease. 
Blest  with  his  head,  his  heart,  his  pow'rs  to  please  i 

Then  Pity's  soul  would  cease  from  many  a  sigh. 
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Ifhe  crouching  Courtiers  that  surround  a  Throne, 
And  learn  to  speak  and  grin  from  one  alone, 

Who  watch  like  Dancing  Dogs  their  Master's  nod, 
Are  ready  now,  if  horsewhipp'd  from  their  places, 
At  Carlton  House  to  show  their  supple  faces ; 

And  call  the  Prince  they  vilify,  a  God. 

T.  W. 

Think'st  thou  not  Cesar  doth  the  Arts  possess  ? 

P.P. 

Arts  in  abundance :  yes,  Tom ;  yes,  Tom ;  yes. 

T.  W. 

Think'st  thou  not  Cesar  would  each  joy  forego, 
To  make  his  Children  happy  ? 


P.P. 

No,  Tom  J  no. 


.j' 


T.  W. 
What !  not  one  bag,  to  bless  a  Child,  bestow  ? 

P.P. 
Heaven  help  thy  folly !  No»  Tom ;  no,  Tom ;  no. 
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The  sordid  souls  tliat  Avariee  enslaves, 

Would  gladly  grasp  their  Guineas  in  their  grmes  ; 

Like  that  old  Greek,  a  miserable  cur, 

Who  made  Himself  his  mm  Executor. 

A  Cat  is  with  her  Kittens  much  deliglited ; 

She  licks  so  lovingly  their  mouths  and  cliins  : 
At  every  danger,  Lord,  how  Puss  is  frighted  ! 

She  curls  her  back,  and  swells  lier  tail,  and  grins,  J 
Rolls  her  wild  eyes,  and  claws  the  backs  of  Curs 
Who  smell  too  curious  to  her  Children's  furs. 


t 


Tliis  happens  while  her  Cats  are  young  indeed  ; 

But  when  grown  up,  alas,  how  changed  tlieii'  luck  ( 
No  more  she  plays  at  bo-peep  with  her  Breed, 

Lies  down,  and  mewing  bids  them  come  and  suck  5 

No  more  she  sports  and  pats  them,  frisks  and  purs  ; 
Plays  with  their  twinkling  tails,  and  licks  their  furs; 
But,  when  they  beg  her  blessing  and  embraces, 
Spits,  like  a  dirty  Vixen,  in  tiieir  faces. 

Nay,  after  making  the  poor  Laiubkms  fly, 
She  watches  the  dear  Babes  with  squintUig  eye ; 
And,  if  she  spies  tliem  with  a  bit  of  meat, 
Springs  on  their  property,  aiid  steals  tiieir  treat. 
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x  tender  love  she  seems  to  feel ; 
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No  more  a 

The  Devil  for  her  may  eat  'em  at  a  meal, 

With  all  her  soul :  ttie  Jade,  so  wondrous  saving 

Cries,  "Off  I  you  now  are  at  your  own  beard-shaving." 

So,  to  tome  Kings  this  evil  doth  belong ; 

Th'  intelligence  is  good,  I  make  no  doubt; 

\Vho  really  love  theii"  Offspring  when  they're  youn^ 

But  lose  that  fond  affection  when  they're  stout : 

Far  off  they  send  em,  nor  a  sixpence  give. 

I  wonder,  Thomas,  where  such  Monarchs  live. 

Should  such  a  Monarch,  Thomas,  cross  thy  way, 
And  for  thy  flattery  offer  IJutts  of  Sack ; 

Say  plainly  that  he  would  disgrace  thy  Lay ; 
And,  turning  on  him  thy  poetic  back, 

Bid,  like  a  Porcupine,  thine  Anger  bristle ; 

Nor  damn  thy  precious  soul  to  wet  thy  whistle. 


CONCLCSION. 

Think  not.  Friend  Tom,  I  envy  thee  thy  Rhyme ; 

By  numbers,  I  assure  you,  deemed  sublime ; 
Or  that  thy  Laureat's  Place  my  spleen  provokes  : 

The  King  (good  man !)  and  I  should  never  quarrel, 

Even  though  his  Royal  Wisdom  gave  the  Laurel 
To  Mister  Tom-a-Stiles,  or  John-a-Kokes. 
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Old-fashioned,  as  if  tutx)red  in  the  Ark, 
I  never  sighed  for  Glory's  high  degrees : 

This  very  instant  should  our  Grand  Monarque 
Say,  "  Peter,  be  my  Laureat  if  you  please ; " — 

■ 

"  No,  please  your  Majesty,"  should  be  my  answer. 
With  sweetest  diffidence  and  modest  grace : 

"  The  Office  suits  a  more  ingenious  man,  Sir ; 
In  God's  name  therefore,  let  him  have  the  place. 

Unlike  the  Poets,  *tis  my  vast  affliction 

To  be  a  miserable  hand  ^X  fiction. 

"  But,  Sir,  ni  find  some  Lyric  Undertaker, 

Acrostic,  rebus,  or  conundrum  maker. 

Who  oft  hath  rode  on  Pegasus  so  fiery, 

And  won  the  sweepstakes  in  the  Ladys  Diary : 

Suchy  Sire,  in  Poetry  shall  hitch  your  name, 

And  do  sufficient  justice  to  your  fame.'' 
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PrhteipUnu  pl0cuu9e  virii  non  MlftiiM  Uau  est,         Horace. 

The  Bard  wluMe  Vene  can  charm  the  Best  of  Kinp, 
Performeth  mod  exirmrdmmy  thinfi^. 


VOL.  I.  2  G 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Peler  nobly  icknowledg ptii  Error,  susporlcth  an  interfering  Devil,  and  luppl)- 
mlctli  liii  Reader— He  boutetli.  nitlily  pared ielh,  and  mostlearnetlly  qnolelli 
■  LaBn  Poet— He  sliaweth  mncb  Affection  for  Kini^s,  illiutraling  it  by  a 
bcBotirul  Simile- Peter  again  vuvtli  witty  — RtwlutiondeflBred  for  Rhyme 
in  coiBequence  of  Encoatapment  fron  our  two  L'nivenitiea— Peter  irickedly 
aecuMi)  ot  Kiag-tviHiig ;  refoleth  the  malevoleiit  Charts  by  a  most  apt  Illov 
tralioD—  Peter  criticiMth  the  BlnndeTi  of  tbe  Kturt— Peler  replieth  to  tbe 
Chaisei  brou^t  agaiut  him  by  llie  World  — He  displaycth  great  Bible 
Knowled^ ;  and  maketli  a  glirewd  ObMnation  nn  Kini;  David.  Uriah,  and 
tlie  Hheep,  luch  a>  no  Cominenlator  ever  made  before- Peter  cbiillengelh 
Conrtien  to  equal  his  Intrepidity,  and  proveth  liii  Superiority  of  Courage  by 
giving  a  delectable  Tale  of  Dnmpliogi  — Peler  Basnereth  the  Unbelief  of  a 
vociternui  World —Deplarelh  totia  ririfta*  love  for  Kims— Peler  peepeth  into 
Futurity,  and  telletli  the  Fortune  of  the  Prince  of  Walea  — He  descanteth  on 
theliighProTince  of  ancient  Poets,  and  diiplayeth  ClauicalEradiiion— Peter 
luldeth  Conference  with  a  Quaker-  Peter,  as  usual,  lumeth  rank  Egotiil — 
He  tellelh  itiange  New>  relating  to  M^ly  and  Pepper  Ardeti-Peter  apo- 
lo^iieih  for  Inpadcnce,  by  a  Tale  ofa  French  King— Peter,  imitating  Ovid, 
who  was  ttamported  for  his  impudent  BalUds,  talketh  to  his  Ode— Suggesteth 
a  Royal  Aiower  to  Odci  and  Oile-fac ton— Happily  lelecteth  a  Story  of  Kine 
Canute,  iltiutrating  the  Danger  of  itopping  tlie  Mouths  of  Poeti  with  Halten, 
jtc,  initesd  of  Meat— Petei  roncludetb  with  a 


^ 


I'T  m»i»i«CTi  )i  ■ 

tu  ^H 

AN 
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^H 

Reader,  I  solemnly  protest 

'     ^^^1 

I  thought  tlmt  I  had  worked  up  all  my  Rhyme. 

^1 

What  stupid  Demon  hath  my  brain  poasess'd  ? 

./    ^H 

I  prithee  pardon  me  this  time : 

^1 

Afibrd  thy  patience  through  more  Ode ; 

^1 

'Tis  not  a  vast  extent  of  road, 

^^^ 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along : 

h  ^H 

Most  nimbly  shall  old  Pegasus,  my  Hack,  «ir. 

^^1 

To  drop  tlie  image,  prithee  hear  more  Song, 

.«  ^H 

Some  *'  More  last  words  of  Mister  Baxter." 

^H 

A  wondrous  filvourite  with  ttic  tuneful  throng, 

^^B 

Sublimely  great  ere  Peter's  powers  of  Song : 

'fl^^l 

His  nerve  of  Satiie  too,  so  very  tough, 

4^^H 

Strong  without  weakness,  witiiout  softness  rough. 

'^H 

What  Horace  said  of  Streams  in  easy  lay, 

H 

The  mai-velling  World  of  Peter's  'longue  may  say  ; 

^H 

His  Tongue,  so  copiomi  in  a  flux  of  metre. 

-w^^l 

'*  LabiUir      tabetur."                        '^fl^^^^l 
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World,  stop  thy  mouth;  I  am  resolved  to  rhyme; 
I  cannot  throw  ccway  a  Vein  sublime : 

If  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  brag^ 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow  in  the  Bible, 
Venting  upon  his  Master  a  rank  libel. 

Conceal  my  Talent  in  B,rag. 
Kings  must  continue  still  to  be  my  theme : 
Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream : 

As  Beggars  every  night,  we  n^ust  suppose, 

Dream  of  their  Vermin  in  their  beds ; 
Because,  as  every  body  knows, 

Such  things  are  always  running  in  their  hmds. 

Besides,  were  I  to  write  of  common  folks. 
No  soul  would  buy  my  Rhymes  so  strange,  and  jokes 
Then  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beef,  and  pork ; 
How  would  my  masticating  Muscles  work  ? 

Indeed,  I  dare  not  say  they  would  be  idle : 
But,  like  my  Pegasus  s  Chops  so  stout, 

Who  plays  and  wantons  with  his  bridle. 
And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about; 
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So  mine  would  work.     "  On  what?"  my  Reader  cries, 
Witli  a  stretched  pair  of  unbelieving  eyes. — 
Heaven  help  thy  most  unpenetrating  wit! 
On  a  hard  morsel ;  Hunger's  iron  bit. 

By  all  the  rhyming  Goddesses  and  Gods, 
I  will,  I  must,  persist  in  Odes ; 

And  not  a  Power  on  Earth  shall  hinder. 
I  hear  both  Universities  exclaim, 
"  Peter,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame: 

Eugi,  Poeta  magne;  well  said,  Pindar!"* 

Yet  some  approach  with  Apostolic  face, 
And  cry;  "  O  Peter,  what  a  want  of  grace, 

Thus  in  thy  Rhyme  to  roast  a  King !" — 
/  roast  a  King  !  by  heavens,  'tis  not  a  fact ; 
I  scorn  such  wicked  and  disloyal  act : 

Who  dares  assert  it,  says  a  slanderous  thing.  ,  i 

Hear  what  I  have  to  say  of  Kings. — 
If,  unsubitme,  they  deal  in  childish  things, 

•  The  violrncc  uf  (be  Uuiveniliei  oo  lliii  occuion  may  prubably  vue  from 
tlie  ronUmpi  tlirawn  on  Ibcm  by  hit  M^est)')  tciulii^  Uw  Rojal  ChUdreo  to 
OotUoEen  Tor  rdaotiao.  But  hive  nol  tbrir  Mftjatiri  amft^  nuJe  it  up  lo 
Oxford,  by  a  lial  lotint  cclcbnUilMiBiuaiyi  utl  la  nel  Cunbri Jge  ts  rcceire 
(he  same  hoDonT? 
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And  yidi4  not^  of  refhrnii  a  ray  (tf  hope; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  straight  appears  to  mt 
A  roaster  of  hkrm^^  Ftio  dese: 

I  only  act  as  CQok>  and  (M  him  up. 

Reader;  another  simile  as  rara : — 

My  Verses  form  a  sort  of  Bill  of  Fare, 

Informing  Guests  what  kind  of  flesh  and  fish 

Is  to  be  found  within  each  dish ; 

That  eating  people  may  not  be  mistaken, 

And  take  for  Ortolan  a  lump  of  Bacon. 

Whenever  I  liave  heard  of  Kings    " 

Who  place  in  gossiping  and  news  their  pride. 

And  knowing  family-concems,  mean  things ; 
Very  jucSciously  indeed  Fve  cried : 

*^  I  wonder 

How  their  blind  Stars  could  make  so  gross  a  blunder. 

"  Instead  of  sitting  on  a  Throne, 

In  purple  rich,  of  state  so  full  ; 
They  should  have  had  an  Apron  on, 

And,  seated  on  a  three-legged  Stool, 
Commanded  of  dead  Hair  the  sprigs 
To  do  their  duty  upon  Wigs. 
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'  By  such  mistakes  is  Nature  often  foiled; 

^  Such  improprieties  sIkmiW  never  spring : 

I  Thu3  a  Bne  chattering  Bei'ber  may  be  spdiled. 

To  make  a  most  indifiiereat  King." — 

"  Sir,  Sir,"  I  hear  the  World  exclaim, 
"  At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim: 
How  dare  you,  witti  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
Tread,  like  a  Horse,  on  kitigly  kibes  r" — 

Folks  who  can't  see  their  e'rrors,  can't  reform ; 

No  plaiucr  axiom  ever  came  from  loau  : 
And  'tis  a  Cliristian's  duty,  in  a  stonu, 

To  save  his  sinking  Neighbour,  if  he  can. 
Thus  /  to  Kings  my  Ode  of  Wbdoin  pen. 
Because  your  Kings  have  souls  like  cotrunott  Men. 

The  Bible  warrants  me  to  speak  tlie  truth, 

Nor  mealy-mouthed  my  tongue  in  silence  keep  : 

Did  not  good  Natlmn  tell  that  buckish  youth, 
David  tlbs  Kiog,  that  be  stole  Sheep ; 

Stole  poor  Uriah's  little  fovourite  Lunb? 
An  Ewe  it  chanced  to  be,  and  not  a  Ram ; 
For,  had  it  been  a  Ram,  tlie  Royal  Glutton 
Had  never  meddled  wltli  Uriah's  Alutten. 
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What  modem  Courtier,  pray,  hatii  got  the  (ace 

To  say  to  Majesty,  "  O  King! 
At  such  a  time,  in  such  a  place, 

You  did  a  very  foolish  thing  f" 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory. 
Would  publish  of  his  Kmg  this  simple  Story  ? — 


THE  APPLE-DUMPUNGS  AND  A  KING. 

Once  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tired  with  whooping. 
Whipping  and  spurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defenceless,  harmless  Buck 
(The  Horse  and  Rider  wet  as  muck), 
From  his  high  consequence  and  wisdom  stooping, 
Enter'd,  through  curiosity,  a  cot 
Where  sat  a  poor  Old  Woman  and  her  pot. 

The  wrinkled,  blear-eyed,  good  old  Gramiy, 
In  this  same  cot,  illumed  by  many  a  cranny, 
Had  finish'd  Apple-dumplings  for  lier  pot : 
In  tempting  row  the  naked  Dumplings  lay, 
When,  lo !  the  Monarch,  in  his  usual  way. 
Like  Lightning  spoke:   "  What's  this?  what's  I 
what?  what?" 
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Then,  taking  up  a  Dumpling  m  tiis  hand, 
His  eyes  with  admiration  did  expand, 

And  oft  did  Majesty  the  Dumpling  grapple : 
"  'Tis  monstrous,  monstrous  hard  indeed,"  he  cried; 
"  What  makes  it,  pray,  so  hard  r" — The  Dame  replied, 

Low  curtseying,  "  Please  your  Majesty,  the  Apple."— 

"  Very  astonishing  indeed !  strange  tiling !" 
(Turning  the  Dumpling  round,  rejoined  the  King). 

*'  'Tis  most  extraordinary  then,  all  this  is ; 

It  beats  Pinetti's  conjuring  all  to  pieces: 
Strange  I  should  never  of  a  Dumpling  dream ! 
But,  Goody,  tell  me  where,  where,  where's  the  Seam?"— 

"  Sir,  there's  no  Seam,"  quoth  she;  "  I  never  knew 
That  folks  did  Apple-dumplings  sew." — 
"  No !"  cried  the  staring  Monarch  with  a  grin: 
"  How,  how  the  devil  got  the  Apple  m  ?" 

On  which  the  Dame  the  curious  scheme  revealed 
By  which  the  Apple  lay  so  sly  concealed ; 

Which  made  the  Solomon  of  Britain  start : 
Who  to  the  Palace  with  full  speed  repaired, 
And  Queen  and  Princesses  so  beauteous  scared, 

All  with  the  wonders  of  the  DumpUng  ArL 
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There  did  he  labour  one  whole  week,  to  show 
The  wisdom  of  an  Apple-dumpling  Maker; 

And,  lo!  90  deep  was  Majesty  in  dough. 
The  Palace  seemed  the  lodging  of  a  Baker. 


■ 


Keader,  thou  IJkest  not  my  Tale ;  look  st  Blue  :         ^^ 
Tliou  art  a  Courtier ;  roarest,  "  Lies,  lies,  lies  I" — 
Do,  for  a  moment,  stop  tiiy  cries ; 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  Infidel,  'tis  true. 

Why  should  it  not  be  true? — The  greatest  men 
May  ask  a  foolish  question  now  and  then; 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages  : 
Folly  lays  many  a  trap ;  we  can't  escape  it. 
"  Neino"  says  some  one,  "  omnibjis  horis  sapit." 

Then  why  not  Kings,  like  me  and  other  Sages  ? 

Far  from  despising  Kings,  1  like  the  breed, 

Provided  king-like  tbey  behave : 
Kings  are  an  instrument  we  need ; 

Just  as  we  Razors  want,  to  shave; 
To  keep  tlie  State's  Face  smooth ;  give  it  an  air 
Like  my  Lord  Nortii's,  so  jolly,  round,  and  fair. 


ODE  UPON  ODE.  461 

My  sense  of  Kings  though  freely  I  impart, 

I  hate  not  Royalty  ;  Heaven  knows  my  heart. 
Princes  and  Princesses  I  like,  so  loyal : 

Great  George's  Children  are  my  great  delight ; 
The  sweet  Augusta,  and  sweet  Princess  Royal, 

Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  prayers  by  night. 

Yes,  I  like  Kings :  and  ofl  look  back  with  pride 
Upon  the  Edwards,  Harries,  of  our  isle  ; 

Great  souls,  in  virtue  as  in  valour  tried. 

Whose  Actions  bid  the  check  of  Britons  smile. 


P 


Muse,  lei  us  Rho  forward  look, 
And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 

Behold,  the  sceptre  Young  Augustus  sways  1 
I  bear  the  mingled  praise  of  millions  rise: 
I  see  upraised  to  Heaven  their  ardent  eyes, 

That  for  their  Monarch  ask  a  length  of  days. 

Bright  in  the  brightest  annals  of  renown, 
Behold  fair  Fame  his  youthful  temples  crown 

With  Laurels  of  unfiwling  bloom ; 
Bcliold  Dominion  swell  beneath  his  care, 
And  Genius,  rising  from  a  dajk  desjiair, 

His  long-extinguish'd  6res  relume! 


ff- 
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Such  are  the  Kings  that  suit  my  taste,  I  own  ; 

Not  those  where  all  the  littlenesses  join ; 
Whose  souls  should  start  to  find  their  lot  a  Throne, 

And  blush  to  show  their  noses  on  a  Coin. 


Reader,  for  fear  of  wicked  applications, 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  oi foreign  nations. 

Poets  (so  unimpeached  Tradition  says) 

The  sole  Historians  were  oi  ancient  days  ; 
Who  help'd  their  Heroes,  Fame's  high  hill  to  clamh 

Penning  their  glorious  acts  in  language  strong ; 

And  thus  preserving,  by  immortal  Song, 
Their  names  amidst  tlicir  tuneful  Amber. 

What  am  /  doing  ?    Lord !  the  very  same : 

Preserving  many  a  deed  deserving  fame, 
Which  tliat  old  lean  devouring  Shark  called  Time 

Would  without  ceremony  eat; 

In  my  opinion,  far  too  rich  a  treat. 
I  therefore  merit  statues  for  my  Rhyme. 

"  All  this  is  laudable,"  a  Quaker  cries ; 
*'  But  let  grave  Wisdom,  Friend,  tliy  Verses  riileg 
Put  out  thine  Irony's  two  squinting  eyes ; 
Despise  thy  grinning  Monkey,  Ridicule." — 
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[  What!  slight  ray  sportive  Monkey,  Ridicule,         '8 
Who  acts  like  Birch  on  Boys  at  School,  1' 

Neglecting  lessons,  truant  perhaps  whole  weeks ! 
My  Ridicule,  witli  humour  fraught  and  wit. 
Is  that  satiric  friend,  a  Gouty  Fit,  .iT 

Which  biies  men  into  Health  and  rosy  Cheeks ; 

A  moral  Mercury,  that  cleanseth  Souls 

Of  ills  that  with  them  play  the  devil ; 
Like  Mercury,  that  much  the  power  controls 

Of  presents  gained  from  Ladies  aver-civil. 

Reader,  III  brag  a  little,  if  you  please: 
Tlie  Ancients  did  so,  therefore  why  not  /* 

Lo !  for  my  good  Advice  I  ask  no  fees, 
While  other  Doctors  let  their  Patients  die ; 

That  is,  such  Patieots  as  can't  pay  for  cure — 
A  very  selfish  wicked  thing,  I'm  sure. 

^ov  though  I'm  Soul-physician  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  smallest  thing 

For  all  the  tlireshing  of  my  virtuous  brains ; 
Nay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  state  t'irapart, 
So  n^ell  I  know  my  Royal  Patient's  heart, 

He  would  not  give  me  two-pence  for  my  pains. 
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But,  hark!  follu  saj  the  King  is  very  mad: 
Tbe  news,  if  true  indeed,  were  very  sad, 

And  &T  too  serious  an  affair  to  mock  it; 
Yet  how  can  this  t^ee  with  what  I've  beard, 
That  so  much  by  him  are  my  Rhymes  reoeredf 

He  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket: 

And  when  thrown  out  (which  often  is  the  case 
In  bacon-hunting,  or  of  Bucks  the  race), 

My  Verse  so  much  bis  Majesty  bewitches. 
That  out  he  pulls  my  hotioured  Odes, 
And  reads  them  on  the  turnpike-roads, 

Now  under  trees  and  hedges,  now  in  ditches. 
Hark !  with  astonisbmenr  a  sound  I  bear, 
That  strikes  tremendous  on  my  ear : 
It  says,  great  Arden,  commonly  called  Pepper, 
Of  mighty  George's  Tliunderbolts  the  Keeper, 
Just  like  of  Jupiter  the  famous  Eagle, 
Is  order'd  out  to  hunt  me  like  a  Beagle. 

But,  Eagle  Pepper,  give  my  love 
Unto  thy  lofty  Master,  Mister  Jove, 

And  ask  how  it  can  square  with  bis  religion 
To  bid  thee  without  mercy  fall  on. 
With  thy  short  sturdy  beak,  and  ircm  tal<Hi, 

A  pretty,  little,  harmless,  cooing  Pigeon  ? 


I 
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By  lieavens,  I  disbelieve  the  fact : 
A  Monarch  cannot  so  unwisely  act. 

Suppose  that  Kings  so  rich  are  always  mumphig. 
Praying  and  pressing  Miiusters  for  money ; 

Bidding  them  on  our  Hive  (poor  Bees  !)  be  thumping. 
Trying  to  shake  out  all  our  Honey ; 

A  thing  that  oft  hath  happen'd  in  our  isle : — 

Pray,  shan't  we  be  allowed  to  smile  * 

To  cut  a  joke,  or  epigram  contrive, 

By  way  of  solace  for  our  plunder  d  Hive  ? 

A  King  of  France  (I've  lost  the  Monarch's  name). 
Had,  avaricious,  got  himself  bad  fame. 

By  most  unmannerly  and  thievish  plunges 
Into  his  Subjects'  purses  ; 
A  deep  manoeuvre  that  obtain'd  their  curses, 

Because  it  treated  gattlefolks  like  spunges. 

To  show  how  much  tiiey  relish 'd  not  such  squeezing. 
Such  goods  and  cliattel  seizing. 

They  publish'd  Libels  to  display  Uicir  hatCi 
To  comfort,  in  some  sort,  their  souls. 
For  such  a  number  of  large  holes 

Eat  by  this  Royal  Rat  in  each  estate. 

VOL.  I.  S  H 
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The  Premier  oped  his  gullet  like  a  Shark, 
To  hear  such  satires  on  the  Graiitl  Monar^ttc, 

And  roar'd:  "  Messieurs,  you  soon  shall  feel 
My  criticism  upon  your  ballads, 
Not  to  your  taste  so  sweet  as  Frogs  and  Sallads  ; 

A  stricture  critical  yclep'd  Baslile.'" 

But  first  he  told  the  tidings  to  the  King, 

Then  s^vore  par  Dim  that  he  would  quickly  bri 

Unto  the  grinding-stone  their  noses  down; 
No,  not  a  soul  of  'em  should  ever  thrive ; 
He'd  flay  tliem,  like  Saint  Bartlemy,  alive, 

Villains,  for  daring  to  insult  the  Crown. 

The  Monarch  hcaid  Mbnsitur  k  Premier  out. 
And,  smiling  on  his  loyalty  so  stout, 

Replied,  "  Monsieur  le  Premier,  you  are  xcrona 
Don't  of  the  pleasure  let  them  be  debarr'd ; 
You  know  how  we  have  serv'd  em ;  faith,  'tis  I 

They  should  not  for  their  money  have  a  song." 

Ovid,  sweet  Story-teller  of  old  times, 

Unluckili/  transported  for  his  Rhymes, 
Address'd  his  Book  before  he  bade  it  walk; 

Therefore  mt/  JVorskip  and  my  Ode, 

In  imitation  of  such  Classic  mode. 
May,  like  two  Indian  Nations,  have  a  talht  [ 


ODE  UPON  ODE.  46? 


'^  Dear  Ode,  whose  Verse  the  true  sublime  a£fords, 
Go,  visit  KingSy  Queens,  Parasites^  and  Lords ; 
And,  if  thy  modest  beauties  they  adorej 
Inform  them  they  shall  speedily  have  more." — 

But  possibly  a  mighty  Kmg  may  say, 
"  Ode,  Ode !    What,  what  ?  I  hate  your  Rhyme*ha- 

ranguing ; 

I'd  rather  hear  a  Jackass  bray : 
I  never  knew  a  Poet  worth  the  hanging. 

"  I  hate,  abhor  them :  but  I'll  clip  their  wings ; 

I'll  teach  the  saucy  knaves  to  laugh  at  Kings. 

Yes,  yes,  the  rhyming  rogues  their  songs  shall  rue, 

■  ]^ 
A  ragged,  bold-faced,  ballad-smging  crew. 

Yes,  yes,  the  Poets  shall  my  power  confess ; 

I'll  maul  that  spawning  Devil  called  the  Press." 

If  furious  thus  exclaim  a  King  of  Glory, 
Tell  him,  O  gentle  Muse,  this  pithy  story : — 


KING  CANUTE  AND  HIS  NOBLES; 


A  TALE. 


Canute  was  by  his  Nobles  tau^t  to  fiemcy, 
That,  by  a  kind  of  Royal  necromancy, 

8h£ 
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He  had  the  power  Old  Ocean  to  control. 
Down  rush'd  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  strand. 
And  issued,  like  a  Solomon,  comnumd — 
Poor  soul ! 

"  Go  back,  ye  Waves,  you  blustering  rogues,"  quoth  be: 
"  Touch  not  your  Ixtrd  and  Master,  Sea  ; 

For,  by  my  potver  almighty,  if  you  do " 

Then,  staring  vengeance,  out  he  held  a  stick  ; 
Vowing  to  drive  Old  Ocean  to  Old  Nick, 

Should  he  even  wet  the  latchet  of  his  shoe. 

The  Sea  retired  :  the  Monarch  fierce  rush'd  on, 
And  look'd&s  if  he'd  drive  him  from  the  land: 

But  Sea,  not  caring  to  be  put  upon. 
Made  for  a  moment  a  bold  stand. 


Not  only  make  a  stand  did  Mister  Ocean, 
But  to  his  honest  Waves  he  made  a  motion. 

And  bid  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimmingj 
The  orders  seem'd  a  deal  the  Waves  to  tickle ; 
For  soon  they  put  his  Majesty  in  pickle; 

And  set  his  Royalties,  like  Geese,  a  swimming. 

All  hands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar, 
Soon  did  they  make  him  wish  himself  on  shore ; 
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His  head  and  ears  most  handsomely  they  doused : 
Just  like  a  Porpus,  with  one  general  shout 
The  Waves  so  tumbled  tlie  poor  King  about. 

No  Anabaptist  e'er  was  half  so  soused. 

At  length  to  land  he  crawled,  a  half-drowned  thing, 
Indeed  more  like  a  Crab  than  like  a  King, 

And  found  his  Courtiers  making  rueful  faces : — 
But  what  said  Canute  to  the  Lords  and  Gentry, 
Who  hail'd  him  from  the  water,  on  his  entry. 

All  trembling  for  their  lives  or  places? 

"  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 
I've  bad  with  Mister  Sea  a  pretty  bustle; 

My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over-nice. 

Just  made  ajest  for  every  Shrimp  and  Muscle: 

"  A  pretty  trick  for  one  of  my  dominion ! — 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  for  your  great  opinion. 

"  You'll  tell  me  perhaps,  I've  only  lost  om  Gam^ 

And  bid  me  try  another  for  the  Rubber : 
Permit  me  lo  inform  you  all  with  shame, 
Tliat  you're  a  set  of  Knaves,  and  I'm  a  Lubber.' 
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Such  it  the  Story,  my  dear  Ode, 
Which  thou  wilt  bear,  a  sacred  load 

Yet,  much  I  fear,  'twill  be  of  no  great  use : 
Kings  are  in  general  obstinate  as  Mulea ; 
Those  who  surround  them,  mostly  rogues  and  foo 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 


Yet  stcffies,  sentences,  and  golden  rules. 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools: — 

But  this  unluckily  the  simple  &ct  is ; 
Those  rogues  and  fools  do  noUung  but  admire. 
And,  all  so  devilbh  modest,  don't  desire 

The  ghry  of  redudng  them  to  practice. 
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Ton,  soon  as  e'er  thou  strikest  Uiy  golden  Lyre, 
Tliy  Brother  Peter's  Rfusc  is  all  on  fire, 

To  sing  of  Kings  and  Queens,  and  such  rare  folk; 
Yet,  'midst  thy  heap  of  compliments  so  fine, 
Say,  may  we  venture  to  believe  a  line  ? 

You  Oxford  Wits  most  dearly  love  ajoke. 

Son  of  tlie  Nine,  thou  writest  well  on  nought  i 
Thy  thundering  Stanza,  and  its  pompous  Thought, 

I  think,  must  put  a  Dog  into  a  Laugh. 
Edward  and  Harry  were  much  braver  men 
Than  this  new-christen'd  Hero  of  thy  pen ; 

Yes,  laurelled  Odeman,  braver  far  by  half: 

Tliough  on  Blackheath,  and  Wimblalon's  wide  plain, 
George  keeps  his  hat  off  in  a  Shower  of  Hain ; 
Sees  Swords  and  Bayonets  witiiout  a  dread, 
Nor  at  a  Volley  winJcs,  nor  ducks  his  head ; 
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Although  at  grand  Reviews  he  seems  so  blest, 
And  leaves  at  six  o'clock  his  downy  nest, 

Dead  to  the  charms  of  blanket.  Wife,  and  bolster ; 
Unlike  his  Officers,  who,  fond  of  cramming. 
And  at  Reviews  afraid  of  thirst  and  famine, 

With  bread  and  cheese  and  brandy  fill  Uieir  holster. 

Sure,  Tom,  we  should  do  justice  to  Queen  Bess  : 
His  present  Majesty,  whom  Heaven  long  bless 

With  wisdom,  wit,  and  arts  of  choicest  quality. 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  so  fine  a  niche 
As  that  old  Queen,  though  often  cali'd  old  Bitch, 

In  Fame's  colossal  house  of  immortality. 


^ 


As  for  John  Dryden's  Charles,  that  King 

Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing ; 
He  merited  few  honours  from  the  Pen : 

And  yet  he  was  a  devilish  hearty  fellow, 

Enjoyed  his  Girl  and  Bottle,  and  got  mellow,        | 
And  mind — kept  company  with  Gentlemen  : 

For,  like  sojne  Kings,  in  hobby  Grooms, 

Knights  of  the  Manger,  curry-combs,  and  brooms. 

Lost  to  all  glory,  Charles  did  not  delight:  - 

Nor  joked  by  day  with  Pages,  Servant-maids,       ( 
Large,  red-poll'd,  blowzy,  hard,  two-lianded  jades  yt 

Indeed  I  know  not  what  Charles  did  by  mgkt.  I 


J 
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Thocaas,  I  am  of  candour  a  great  lover : 

In  short,  I'm  CaDdour's  self  all  over ; 
Sweet  as  a  candied  Cake  from  top  to  toe ; 

Make  it  a  rule  that  Virtue  shall  be  praised. 

And  humble  Merit  from  her  bum  be  raised: — 
What  thinkest  thou  of  Peter  now? 

Thou  criest,  "  Oli,  how  false !  Behold  tliy  King, 

Of  wlioni  tliou  scarcely  say'st  a  handsome  thuig ; 

That  King  has  virtues  tliat  should  make  thee  stare."— 

Is  it  so  ?  Then  the  sin's  in  me ; 

'Tis  my  vile  Optics  that  can't  see  : 

Then  pray  for  tliem,  when  next  thou  say'st  a  prayer. 

But  perhaps,  aloft  on  his  imperial  Throne, 
So  distant,  O  ye  Gods !  from  every  one, 
The  Royal  Virtues  are  like  many  a  Star, 
From  this  our  pigmy  System  rather  far ; 
Whose  Ligiit,  though  flying  ever  since  Creation, 
Has  not  yet  pitch 'd  upon  our  Nation*. 

Then  may  the  Royal  ray  be  soon  explor'd ! 

And,  Thomas,  if  thou'lt  swear  thou  art  not  humming, 
I'll  take  my  spying-gluss,  and  bring  tlice  word 

The  instant  I  behold  it  coming. 

•  Sucli  wu  tbn  MblinM  opinion  of  the  Dulrh  xUonomer  Hajgna, 
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But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking, 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  not,  thy  Sovereign  smoking'? 

How  caiist  thou  seriously  declare 

That  George  the  Third 
With  Cressy's  Edward  can  compare. 

Or  Harry  ? — 'Tis  too  bad,  upon  my  word : 
George  is  a  clever  King,  I  needs  must  own, 
And  cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  Throne. 

Now  thou  exclaimst,  "  God  rot  it !  Peter,  pray, 
What  to  the  devil  shall  I  sing  or  say  ?" 

I'll  tell  thee  what  to  say,  O  tuneful  Tom. — 
Sing  how  a  Monarch,  wlien  his  Son  ^vas  dying. 
His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  was  edifying 
By  Abbey-company  and  Kettle-drum  : 
Leaving  that  Son  to  Death  and  the  Physician, 
Between  two  fires ;  a  fisrlorn-hope  condition ; 
Two  Poachers  who  mate  man  their  Game, 
And,  special  marksmen,  seldom  miss  their  aim. 

Say,  though  the  Mooarcb  did  not  see  his  Son, 
He  kept  aloof  through ya^Aer/;/  affectwn; 

Dctermin'd  notliing  should  be  done 
To  bring  on  useless  tears,  and  dismal  recollection. 
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For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  sighs  ? 
Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  dripping  eyes : 
And  what  are  Siglis  and  Tears  but  Wind  and  Water, 
That  show  the  Leakiness  of  feeble  Nature  ? 

Tom,  with  my  Simile  thou  wilt  not  quarrel : 
Like  Air  and  any  sort  of  Drink, 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  Chink, 

That  proves  the  Weakness  of  the  Barrel. 

Say,  for  the  Prince  when  wet  was  every  eye, 
And  thousands  poured  to  Heaven  the  pitying  sigh 

Devout ; 
Say  how  a  King,  unable  to  dbscmble, 
Ordered  Dame  Siddons  to  his  house,  and  Kemble, 

To  spout : 
Gave  them  Ice-creams  and  Wmes  so  dear, 
Denied  till  then  a  thimbleflill  of  Beer; 
For  which  they've  thanked  the  Author  of  this  Metre, 
Videlicet,  tiie  moral-mender  Peter, 
Who,  in  his  Ode  on  Ode,  did  dare  exclaim, 
And  call  such  Royal  Avarice  a  shame. 


Say : — but  111  teach  thee  how  to  mate  an  Ode ; 
Thut  shall  thy  labours  visit  Fame's  abode 
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In  company  with  my  immortal  Lay. 
And  look,  Tom;  thus  I  fire  away: — 


BIRTH-DAY  ODE. 

This  day,  this  very  day,  gave  birth 

Not  to  the  brightest  Monarch  upon  earth, 

Because  there  are  some  brighter,  and  as  big ; 
Who  love  the  Arts  that  Man  exalt  to  Heaven : 
George  loves  them  also,  when  they're  given 

To  four-legg*d  Gentry,  christened  Dog  and  Pig  *> 
Whose  deeds  in  this  our  wonder-hunting  Nation 
Prove  what  a  charming  thing  is  education. 

Full  of  the  art  of  Brewing  Beer, 

The  Monarch  heard  of  Mister  Wliitbread's  fame : 
Quoth  he  unto  the  Queen,  "  My  dear,  my  dear, 

Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvellous  great  name. 
Charly,  we  must,  must,  must  see  Whitbread  brew ; 
Rich  as  us,  Charly ;  richer  than  a  Jew. 
Shame,  shame,  we  have  not  yet  his  Brewhouse  seen.'*- 
Thus  sweetly  said  the  King  unto  the  Queen. 


•  The  Dancins^  Dof^g  and  Wise  Pig^  have  formed  a  connderable  pmrt  of  tlie 
Royal  Amnsemeot. 
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Red-hot  with  Novelty's  deli^tful  rage, 
To  Mister  Whitbread  forth  lie  sent  a  Page, 

To  say  that  Majesty  proposed  to  view, 
With  thirst  of  Knowledge  deep  inflamed, 
His  vats,  and  tubs,  and  bops,  and  hogsheads  famed. 

And  learn  the  noble  secret,  how  to  brav. 

Of  such  undreamt  of  honour  proud, 

Most  Veverenlly  the  Brewer  bow'd ; 

So  humbly  (so  tlie  iiumblc  story  goes), 

He  touch 'd  e'en  terra  Jlrma  with  his  nose : 

Then  said  unto  tlie  Page,  bight  Billy  Ramus, 

"  Happy  are  we  that  our  great  King  should  name  us, 

As  worthy  unto  Majesty  to  shew 

How  we  poor  Chiswell  people  bretv." 

Away  sprung  Billy  Ramus,  quick  as  Thought : 
To  Majesty  the  welcome  tidings  brought; 

How  Whitbread  staring  stood  like  any  Stake, 
And  trembled  :  then  the  civil  things  he  said  : 
On  which  the  King  did  smile,  and  nod  his  head; 

For  Monarchs  like  to  see  their  Subjects  tjuake. 

Such  horrors  unto  Kings  most  pleasant  are, 

Proclaiming  reverence  and  humility; 
High  thoughts  too  all  those  shaking  fits  declare 

Of  kingly  Grandeur  and  great  Capabili^. 


k 
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People  of  worship,  wealth,  and  birth, 
Look  on  the  humbler  Sons  of  Earth 

Indeed  in  a  most  humble  light,  God  knows. 
High  Stations  are  like  Dover's  towering  Clifl&, 
Where  Ships  below  appear  like  little  Skiffs  ; 

The  People  walking  on  the  strand,  like  Crows. 

Muse,  sing  the  stir  that  Mister  Whitbread  made  ; 
Poor  gentleman^  most  terribly  afraid 

He  should  not  charm  enough  his  Guests  divine  : 
He  gave  his  Maids  new  aprpns,  gowns,  and  smocks  ; 
And,  lo !  two  hundred  pounds  were  spent  in  frocks. 

To  make  th'  Apprentices  and  Draymen  fine. 

Busy  as  Horses  in  a  field  of  clover. 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  stools,  were  tumbled  over. 

Amidst  the  Whitbread  rout  of  preparation 

To  treat  the  lofty  Ruler  of  the  Nation. 

Now  moved  King,  Queen,  and  Princesses,  so  grand 

To  visit  the  first  Brewer  in  the  land ; 

Who  sometimes  swills  his  beer  and  grinds  his  meat 

In  a  snug  comer  christen'd  Chiswell-street ; 

But  oftener,  charm'd  yixih  fashionable  air. 

Amidst  the  gaudy  Great  of  Portman-square. 
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Lord  Aylesbury,  and  Denbigh's  Lord  also, 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Montague  ii/cetcise. 

With  Lady  Harcourt,  joined  the  Raree-show, 
And  fixed  all  Smithfield's  marvelling  eyes  : 

For,  lo  !  a  greater  slttya>  ne'er  graced  tliose  quarters, 

Since  Mary  roasted,  just  like  Crabs,  the  Martyrs. 

Arrived,  the  King  broad -grinn'd,  and  gave  a  nod 
To  Mister  Whitbread ;  who,  had  God 

Come  with  his  Angels  to  behold  his  beer, 
Witti  more  respect  he  never  could  have  met : 
Indeed  the  man  was  in  a  sweat, 

So  much  tlie  Brewer  did  the  King  revere. 

Her  Majesty  contrived  to  make  a  dip  : 
Light  as  a  Feather  then  the  King  did  skip ; 
And  ask'd  a  tliousand  Questions,  with  a  laugh. 
Before  poor  Whitbread  comprehended  half. 

Reader,  my  Ode  should  have  a  Simile : 
Well,  in  Jamaica,  on  a  Tumarind-tree, 

Five  hundred  Parrots,  gabbling  just  like  Jews, 
I've  seen  ;  such  noise  the  feather'^  imps  did  make 
As  made  my  pericranium  ache, 

Asking  and  telling  parrot-news. 

S  1  2 
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Thus  was  the  Brewhouse  fiU'd  with  gabbling  noise. 
While  Draymen,  and  the  Brewer's  Boys, 

Devoured  the  Questions  that  the  Khig  did  ask  : 
In  different  parties  were  they  staring  seen, 
Wondering  to  think  they  saw  a  King  and  Queen  ; 

Behind  a  tub  were  some,  and  some  behind  a  cask. 

Some  Praymen  forced  themselves  (a  pretty  luncheon) 
Into  the  mouth  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon ; 

And  through  the  bung-hole  wink'd  with  curious  eye. 
To  view,  and  be  assured,  what  sort  of  things 
Were  Princesses,  and  Queens,  and  Kings, 
For  whose  most  lofty  station  thousands  sigh. 
And,  lo  !   of  all  the  gaping  Puncheon  clan, 
Few  were  the  Mouths  that  had  not  got  a  Man. 

Now  Majesty  into  a  Pump  so  deep 
Did  with  an  opera-glass  of  Dollond  peep. 
Examining  with  care  each  wondrous  matter 
That  brought  up  water. 

Thus  liave  I  seen  a  Magpie  in  the  street, 
A  chattering  Bird  we  often  meet, 

A  Bird  for  curiosity  well  known, 

With  head  awty, 

And  cunning  eye, 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  Marrow-bone. 
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And  now  his  curious  Majesty  did  stoop, 

To  count  the  nails  on  every  hoop ; 

And,  lo !  no  single  tiling  came  in  his  way, 

That,  full  of  deep  research,  he  did  not  say, 

"  What's  this?  h^,  ha??  what's  that?  what's  tliis  ?  what's 

that?" 
So  quick  the  words  too,  when  he  deign'd  to  speak, 
As  if  each  Syllable  would  break  its  Neck. 

Thus,  to  the  world  of  great  while  others  crawl. 
Our  Sovereign  peeps  into  the  <vorld  of  smaU : 
Thus  miaoscopic  Geniuses  explore 

Things  tliat  too  oft  provoke  the  public  scorn  ; 
Yet  swell  of  useful  knowledges  the  store, 

By  finding  Systems  in  a  Pepper-corn. 

Now  Mbter  Whitbrcad  serious  did  declare, 
To  make  the  Majesty  of  England  stare. 
That  he  had  Butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Placed  side  by  side,  to  reach  along  to  Kew. 
On  which  the  King  witli  wonder  swiftly  cried, 
"  What,  if  they  reach  to  Kew  tlten  side  by  side, 

What  would  they  do,  what,  whal^  placed  end  to  end?" 
To  whom,  willi  knitted  calculating  brow, 
The  Man  of  Deer  most  solemnly  did  vow, 

Almost  to  Windsor  that  they  would  extend. 
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On  which  the  King,  with  wondering  mien, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  wondering  Queen : 

On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  halter *d  head, 
Tl^e  Brewer's  Horse  with  face  astonish'd  neigh'd ; 
The  Brewer's  Dog  too  pour'd  a  note  of  thunder, 
Rattled  his  chai;),  and  wagg'd  his  tail  for  wonder. 

Now  did  the  King  for  other  Beers  inquire. 
For  Calvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire ; 
And,  after  talking  of  these  diflFerent  Beers, 
Asked  Whitbread  if  his  Porter  equaWd  theirs. 

This  was  a  puzzling,  disagreeing  Question ; 

« 

Grating  like  Arsenic  on  his  Host's  digestion : 
.         A  kind  of  question  to  the  Man  of  Cask, 
That  not  even  Solomon  himself  would  ask. 

Now  Majesty,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  Memorandum-book, 
With  gilded  leaves  of  asses'  skin  so  white, 
And  in  it  legibly  began  to  write  :  — 

Memorandum. 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  Grates, 
For  roasting  Chesnuts'or  Potates^ 


i 
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Mem. 
Tis  Hops  that  give  a  bitterness  to  Beer : 
Hops  grow  in  Kent,  says  Whitbread,  and  elsewhere. 

Quare. 
Is  there  no  cheaper  stuff?  where  doth  it  dwell? 
Would  not  Horse-aloes  bitter  it  as  well  ? 

Afern. 
To  try  it  soon  on  our  Small-beer ; 
Twill  save  us  several  pounds  a  year. 


Mem. 

To  remember  to  forget  to  ask 

Old  Whitbread  to  tny  house  one  day. 

Mem. 
Kot  to  forget  to  take  of  Beer  the  Cask, 
The  Brewer  ofi'er'd  me,  away. 


Now  having  pencil'd  his  Remarks  so  shrewd, 
Sharp  as  the  Point  indeed  of  a  new  Pin ; 

His  Majesty  his  watch  most  sagely  view'd, 
And  then  put  up  his  asses'  skiiu 

To  Whitbread  now  dcign'd  Majesty  to  say, 

"  Whitbread,  arc  all  your  Horses  fond  of  Hay  ?** 
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*'  Yes,  please  your  Majesty,"  in  humble  notes 
The  Brewer  answer'd  :  "  also,  Sir,  of  Oats. 
Another  thing  my  Horses  too  maintains; 
And  that,  an't  please  your  Majesty,  arc  Grains." 

"  Grains,  grains,"  said  Majesty,  "to  fill  their  crops  ,?j 
Grains,  grains?    That  comes  from  hops;    yes,    hops, 
hops,  hops." 

Here  was  the  King,  like  Hounds  sometimes,  at  fault. 

"  Sire,"  cried  the  humble  Brewer,  "give  me  leave 

Your  sacred  Majesty  to  undeceive  : 
Grains,  Sire,  are  never  made  from  Hops,  but  Malt."^ 

"  True,"  said  the  cautious  Monarch  with  a  smfle  : 
"  From  malt,  malt,  malt:  1  meant  malt  all  the  while." 
"  Yes,"  with  the  sweetest  bow  rejoined  the  Brewer,  „ 
"  An't  please  your  Majesty,  you  did,  I'm  sure."— —I 
"  Yes,"  answered  Majesty  with  quick  reply, 
"  I  did,  I  did,  I  did,  I,  I,  I,  I." 

Now  this  was  wise  in  Whitbread ;  here  we  find 

A  very  pretty  knowledge  of  mankind  : 

As  Monarchs  never  must  be  in  the  wrong, 

'Twas  really  a  bright  thought  in  Whitbread's  tong 

To  tell  a  little  lib  or  some  such  thing, 

To  save  the  sinking  credit  of  a  King. 
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Some  Brewers,  in  the  n^  of  information, 
Proud  to  instruct  the  Ruler  of  a  Nation, 

Had  on  the  folly  dwelt,  to  seem  damn'd  clever. 
Now  what  had  been  the  consequence  ?     Too  plain, 
Tlie  man  had  cut  his  consequence  in  twain ; 

The  King  had  Iwted  the  wise  Fool  for  ever.  •  • 

Reader,  wliene'er  thou  dost  espy  a  Nose 

That  bright  with  many  a  Ruby  glows; 

Tliat  Nose,  tliou  mayst  pronounce,  nay  safely  swear, 

Is  nursed  on  somethinf'  better  than  Small-beer : 

^  .i(J 

Thus,  when  thou  findest  Kings  in  brewing  wise,  ' 

Or  Natural  History  holding  lofty  station; 

Thou  mayst  conclude  with  marvelling  eyes, 
Such  Kings  have  had  a  goodly  education. 

Now  did  the  King  admire  the  ilell  so  fine, 
That  daily  asks  the  Draymen  all  to  dine; 
On  whicli  Uie  Bell  rung  out  (how  very  proper !), 
To  show  it  was  a  Bell,  and  had  a  Clapper. 

And  now  before  Uieir  Sovereign's  curious  eye, 
Parents  and  Children,  fine  fat  ho|>eful  sprigs. 

All  snuffling,  squinting,  grunting,  in  their  sty, 
Appear'd  the  Brewer's  tribe  of  handsome  Figs : 
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On  which  th'  observant  Man  who  filk  a  Throne^ 
Declared  the  Pigs  were  vastly  like  his  own : 

On  which  the  Brewer,  swallowed  up  in  joys, 

Tears  and  astonishment  in  both  his  eyes. 
His  soul  brimful  of  sentiments  so  loyal. 

Exclaimed :  "  O  Heavens !  and  can  my  Swine 

Be  deemed  by  Majesty  so  fine  ? 
Heavens !  can  my  Pigs  compare,  Sire,  with  Pigs  Royal  ?' 
To  which  the  King  assented  with  a  nod : 
On  which  the  Brewer  bowed,  and  sfidd,  "  Good  God  ! ' 
Then  wink'd  significant  on  Miss, 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  bliss  ^ 

Who,  bridling  in  her  qhin  divine, 
Cross'd  her  fair  hands,  a  dear  Old  Maid, 
And  then  her  lowest  curtsey  made 

For  such  high  honour  done  her  Father's  Swine. 

Now  did  his  Majesty  so  gracious  say 
To  Mister  Whitbread,  in  his  flying  way, 

*'  Whitbread,  d  ye  nick  th'  Excisemen  now  and  then  ? 
Hffi,  Whitbread,  when  d'ye  think  to  leave  off  trade  ? 
Hae,  what  ?  Miss  Whitbread's  still  a  Maid,  a  Maid  ? 

What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  Men  ? 
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"  D'ye  hunt  ?  h^,  hunt  ?  No,  no,  you  are  too  old. 

You'I!  be  Lord  May'r,  Lord  MayV  one  day ; 
Yes,  yes,  I've  heard  so ;  yes,  yes,  so  I'm  told : 
.    Don't,  don't  the^ne  for  Sheriff  pay ; 
I'll  prick  you  every  year,  man,  I  declare  :  'fl 

Yes,  Whitbread,  yes,  yes ;  you  shall  be  Lord  May'r. ' 

"  Whitbread,  d'ye  keep  a  Coach,  or  job  one,  pray? 

Job,  job,  that's  cheapest ;  yes,  that's  best,  that's  best 
You  put  your  literies  on  the  Draymai,  hffi  ? 

Ha;,  A\'hitbread,  you  have  feather'd  well  your  nest. 
What,  what's  the  price  now,  hse,  of  all  your  stock? 
But,  Whitbread,  what's  o'clock,  pray,  what's  o'clock?" 

Now  Whitbread  inward  said,  "  May  I  be  curst 
If  I  know  what  to  answer  first- ;" 

Then  scarch'd  his  brains  with  rummating  eye : 
But  ere  the  Man  of  Malt  an  answer  found. 
Quick  on  liis  heel,  lo,  Majt-sty  tum'd  round, 

Siiipp'd  off,  and  baulk'd  tlic  pleasure  of  reply. 

Kings  in  inquisitiveness  should  be  strong;  \ 

From  curiosity  doth  wisdom  flow  : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I've  adopted  long, 

The  more  a  man  i/it/uires,  tlie  more  he'll  hum. 


^ 
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Reader,  didst  ever  see  a  Waterspout  ? 

'Tis  possible  that  thou  wilt  answer  "  No." 
Well  then,  he  oiakes  a  most  infernal  rout ; 

Sucks,  like  an  Elephant,  the  waves  below. 
With  huge  Proboscis  reaching  from  the  sky, 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  tlie  Ocean  dry. 
At  length,  so  full  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more, 
He  bursts :  down  rush  the  Waters  with  a  roar 
On  some  poor  boat,  or  sloop,  or  brig,  or  ship, 
And  almost  sink  the  Wanderer  of  the  Deep. 


Thus  have  I  seen  a  Monarch,  at  Reviews, 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  Officers  the  news, 
Then  bear  in  triumph  oft" each  uondrous  matter. 
And  souse  it  on  the  Queen  with  such  a  clatter  ! 

I  always  would  advise  folks  to  ask  questions ; 

For  truly.  Questions  are  the  Keys  of  Knowlcd^ 
Soldiers  who  forage  for  the  Mind's  digestions. 

Cut  figures  at  th'  Old  Bailey,  and  at  College  ; 
Make  Chancellors,  Chief  Justices,  and  Judges, 
E'en  of  Uie  lowest  Green-bag  Drudges. 


The  Sages  say,  Dame  Truth  delights  to  dwell 
(Strange  Mansion!)  in  the  bottom  of  a  Well: 
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Questions  are  tbeu  the  Windlass  and  the  Rope 
That  putl  the  grave  old  Gentlewoman  up. 
Damn  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  suggestions, 
Reflecting  upon  Kings  for  asking  Questions*. — 

Now  having  well  employed  bis  Royal  lungs 
On  nails,  hoops,  staves,  pumps,  barrels  and  their  buns:^. 
p       The  King  and  Co.  sat  down  to  a  Collation 
Of  flesh,  and  fish,  and  fowl,  of  every  Nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  Knife  and  Fork. 
That  merciless  fell  like  Tomuhawks  to  work; 
And  feaj'less  scalped  the  fowl,  the  fish,  and  cattle, 
L       While  Whitbread  in  the  rear  beheld  the  battle. 

The  conquering  Muiuirch,  stopping  to  take  breath 
Amidst  Uie  Regiments  of  Death, 

Now  turn'd  to  Whitbread  witii  complacence  round, 
And  merry  thus  addiesa'd  the  Man  of  Beer: 
"  Whitbread,  is't  true?  I  hear,  I  hear 

You're  of  an  ancient  family  renown "d. 
What,  wliat  r  I'm  told  tliat  you're  a  limb 
Of  Pym,  the  famous  fellow  Pymf  : 

■  ThU  ■Uuilci  Id  llir  lulc  Dr.  JolinKtn'a  Ungh  on  ■  Qreal  Pcnanif*,  for  i 
Undal>te  cnrioMlj'  in  lh«  Queen's  Litinr;  loni*  ytatt  liim. 
t  HiiMaJMIyl»eTcnBi)eiiiiliUki(-P]nBWMliiiWlfe^T«laI!etL 
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What,  Whitbread,  is  it  true  what  people  say  ? 
Son  of  a  Roundhead  are  you  ?  has,  hse,  hs  ? 

"  I'm  told  that  you  send  Bibles  to  your  Votes, 

A  snuffling  Roundheaded  Society ; 
Prayer-books,  instead  of  Cash  to  buy  them  coats  ; 

Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety : 

"  Your  Bedford  Votes  would  wish  to  charge  thdrjare; 
Rather  see  Cash — ^yes,  yes — than  Books  of  Pray  V, 
Thirtieth  of  January  don't  "^om  feed? 
Yes,  yes ;  you  eat  Calf's  Head,  you  eat  Calf's  Head.*' 

Now  having  wonders  done  on  flesh,  fowl,  fish, 

Whole  hosts  o'erturn'd,  and  seized  on  all  supplies  ; 

The  Royal  Visitors  expressed  a  wish 

To  turn  to  House  of  Buckingham  their  eyes  : 

But  first  the  Monarch,  so  polite, 

Ask'd  Mister  Whitbread  if  he'd  be  a  Knight. — . 

Unwilling  in  the  list  to  be  enrolfd, 
Whitbread  contemplated  the  Knights  of  Peg, 
Then  to  his  generous  Sovereign  made  a  leg. 

And  said,  he  was  afraid  he  was  too  old. 
He  thank'd  however  his  most  gracious  King, 
For  offering  to  make  him  such  a  Thing. 
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But,  ah !  a  dift'erent  reason  'twas,  I  fear ; 
It  was  not  age  that  bade  the  Man  of  Beer 

Tlie  profl'er'd  honour  of  the  Monarch  shun; 
The  tale  of  Margaret's  Knife,  and  Royal  Fright, 
Had  almost  made  him  damn  the  name  of  Knight, 

A  tale  that  farrowed  such  a  world  of  Fun. 

lie  mock'd  the  Prayer  too  by  the  King  appointed, 
Even  by  himself  tiie  Lord's  Anointed*  : 

A  foe  io  fast  too  is  lie,  let  me  tell  ye ; 

And,  though  a  Presbyterian,  cannot  think 
Heaven  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 

Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly. 

Now  from  the  table  with  Cesarean  air 
Up  rose  the  Monarch  with  his  laurcVd  brow  ; 

When  Mister  Wliitbread,  wailing  on  his  chair, 
Express'd  niudi  tluuiks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  Bow. 

Miss  Whitbread  now  so  quick  her  Curtseys  drops,  ' 
Thick  as  her  honotir'd  Fattier's  Kcntisli  Hops : 
Which  hop-like  curtseys  were  return 'd  by  Dips 
That  never  hurt  tlie  lloyal  knees  and  hips; 


It  ttw  nArttlaiu  rimpr  from  ■  poor  Innocoit  IttMne  mmoD,  *lio  ootj 
<at  a  iBiill  Knife  in  ■  (lUicc  ol  white  (Mjier,  for  bn  Saverdgn  to  rinr>    ~ 
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For  hips  and  knees  of  Queens  are  sacred  things. 
That  only  bend  on  gala  days 

Before  the  Best  of  Kings, 
When  Odes  of  Triumph  sound  his  praise. 

Now  through  a  thundering  peal  of  kind  Huzzas, 
Proceeding  some  from  hired  and  w/ihired  jaws*, 

The  Raree-show  thou^t  proper  to  retire ; 
While  Whitbread  and  his  Daughter  fair 
Surveyed  all  Chiswell-street  with  lofty  air, 

For,  lo !  they  felt  themselves  some  six  feet  higher. 


Such,  Thomas,  is  the  way  to  write ; 

Thus  shouldst  thou  Birth-Day  songs  indite : 


•  Wheo  Hb  Mftjesty  g^oes  to  a  Play-house,  or  Brew-house,  or  Parliamenr, 
the  Lord  Chamberlain  provides  some  poands-wortli  of  Mob  to  huzza  their  be- 
loved  Monarch.  At  the  Play-house,  about  forty  wide-mouthed  fellows  are 
hired  on  the  night  of  their  Mtyesties'  appearance,  at  two  shillings  and  sixpence 
per  head,  witli  the  liberty  of  seeuig:  the  play  graiit,  Tliese  Stentora  are  placed 
in  different  parts  of  the  Theatre,  who,  unmediately  on  the  Royal  entry  into  the 
•taf^box,  set  up  their  Howl  of  loya%;  to  whom  their  Miyesties,  with  s^reet- 
est  smiles,  acknowledge  the  obligation  by  a  genteel  bow,  and  an  elegant  curt- 
sey. This  congratulatory  noise  of  the  Stentors  is  looked  on  by  many,  particu- 
larly Country  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  as  an  ittfaUibU  Thermometer  that 
tains  the  warmth  of  the  National  Regard. 


A  CELEBRATED  LAUREAT. 
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Then  stick  to  Earth,  and  leave  the  lo%  Sky ; 
No  more  of  ti-tum-tum,  and  ti-tum-ti. 

Thus  should  an  honest  Laureal  write  of  Kings ; 

Not  praise  them  for  imaginary  things  ; 

I  own  I  cannot  make  my  stubborn  Rhyme 

Call  every  King  a  Cliaractcr  sublime ; 

For  Conscience  will  not  suffer  me  to  wander 

So  very  widely  from  tlie  paths  of  Candour. — 

I  know  full  well  some  Kings*  are  to  be  seen, 

To  whom  my  Verse  so  bold  would  give  the  spleen. 

Should  tliat  bold  Verse  declare  they  wanted  brains. 
I  won't  say  that  they  necer  brain  possess'd; 
Tliey  may  have  been  with  such  a  present  bleas'd, 

And  therefore ^nc^  that  some  still  remains : 

For  every  well-experienced  Surgeon  knows 
That  men  who  with  their  Legs  have  parted, 

S«ear  that  tliey've  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  Toes, 
And  often  at  the  twinges  started ; 

Then  stared  upon  their  oaken  Stumps  in  vain. 

Fancying  the  Toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

If  men  tlien  who  their  absent  Toes  have  raourn'd, 
Can  fancy  tliose  same  Toes  at  times  return 'd ; 

TOt.  I.  2  K 


498 


INSTRUCTIONS  TO   THE  LAUBEAT. 


So  Kings,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
Mayjana/  they  have  stumbled  on  their  Senses. 

Yes,  Tom ;  mine  is  the  way  of  "Tiling  Ode.^ 
Why  liftest  thou  thy  pious  eyes  to  God? 
Strange  disappointment  in  thy  looks  I  read  ; 

And  now  I  hear  thee  in  proud  triumph  cry, 
"  Is  this  an  action,  Peter,  this  a  deed, 

To  raise  a  Monarcli  to  tlie  Sky  ? 
Tubs,  porter,  pumps,  vats,  all  the  Whitbread  throj 
Rare  things  to  figure  in  the  Muse's  Song  1" 

Thomas,  I  here  protest  I  want  no  quarrels 

On  Kings  and  Brewers  ;  porter,  pumps,  and  barrel 

Far  from  the  dove-like  Peter  be  such  strife  ! 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  Thomas,  for  a  fact : 

Thy  Cesar  never  did  an  act 
Mere  wise,  more  glorious,  in  his  life. — 

Now  God  preserve  all  wonder-hmitbg  Kings, 
Whether  at  Windsor,  Buckingham,  or  Kew-hoa 

And  may  they  never  do  more  foolish  tilings 

Than  visiting  Sam  Whitbread  and  bis  Brewhouse ' 
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StiFE,  Thomas!  what  hath  swallowed  all  the  Praise? 

Of  Royal  Virtues  not  the  slightest  mention, 
Strung,  like  Mock  Pearl,  so  lately  on  thy  Lays! 

Tell  me ;  a  Bankrupt,  Tom,  ia  thy  invention  ? 

How  couldst  thou  so  tJiy  Patron's  fame  forget. 
As  not  to  pay  of  Praise  the  annual  debt? 

Whitehead  and  Gibber,  all  the  Laurcat  throng, 
To  Fame's  fair  temple,  twice  a  year,  presented 
Some  Royai  X'irtues,  real  or  invented. 

In  all  liie  grave  sublimity  of  Song. 

Heralds  so  kind  for  many  a  chance-bom  Wight, 
Creeping  from  Cellars,  just  like  Snails  from  Earth, 

Or  Moles  or  Field-mice  stealing  into  light, 
Forge  .'Vrms  to  prove  a  loftiness  of  birth ; 

Tracing  of  each  ambitious  Sir  and  Madam 

The  Brandies,  to  the  very  Tniolc  of  Adun. 
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Then  why  not  thou,  the  Herald,  Tom,  of  Rhyme, 
Still  bid  thy  Royal  Master  soar  sublime  ? 
Bards  shine  injiction  ;  then  how  slight  a  tiling 
To  make  a  Coat  of  Merit  for  a  King  ! 

Know,  General  Carpenter  had  been  a  theme 
For  furnishing  a  pretty  Lyric  dream ; 

Once  a  monopolist  of  nod  and  smile, 
Of  broken  sentences,  and  questions  rare, 
Of  snip-snap  whispers  sweet,  and  grin,  and  stare. 

For  which  thy  Muse  would  travel  many  a  mile. 

But,  lo!  the  GeneraJ,  for  a  crying  sin, 
Lost  broken  sentences,  and  nod,  and  grin, 

And  stare,  and  snip-snap,  of  the  Best  of  Kings  j 
The  sin,  the  crying  sb,  of  rambling 
Where  Osnaburgh's  good  Bishop,  gambling,  i 

Lost  some  few  golden  Feathers  from  his  Wings : 

M'hich  made  th'  unlucky  General  run  and  drown. 
Such  were  the  horrors  of  the  Royal  frown; 
For  lo  !  his  Majesty  most  roundly  swore 
He'd  nod  to  General  Carpenter  no  more. 

O  glorious  love  of  all-commanding  Money  ! 
Dear  to  sotnc  Monarchs,  as  to  Bruin  Honey; 
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Dear  as  to  Gamblers,  Pigeons  fit  to  pluck; 
Or  Showers  to  Hackney-coachmen  or  a  Duck. 

Thomas,  tliy  Lyrics  might  have  prdsed  the  King 
For  making  Sinners  mind  the  Sabbath-day; 

Bidding  the  idle  Sons  of  Pipe  and  Sti  ing, 

Instead  of  scraping  Jigs,  sing  Psalms,  and  pray: 

Thus  piously  (against  their  inclination) 

Dragooning  souls  unto  Salvation. 

The  Monarch  gave  up  Mister  Joah  Bate ; 
AV'ith  that  sweet  Nightingale,  his  lovely  Mate ; 

Who  with  the  organ  and  one  fiddle 
Made  up  a  concert  every  Sunday  night; 
Thus  yielding  Majesties  supreme  delight, 

Who  relish  cheapness  e'en  in  tweedle-tweedlc. 

For  Nature  formeth  oft;  a  kind 
Of  money-loving,  scraping,  save-all  mbd, 
That  happy  glorietli  in  the  natural  thought 
Of  getting  every  thing  for  nought: 

From  Delhi's  Diamonds,  to  a  Bristol  Stone; 

From  Royal  Eagles,  to  a  squallbg  Parrot; 
From  Bulls  of  Basan,  to  a  Marrow-bone ; 

From  rich  Ananas,  to  a  mawkish  Carrot : 
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And  getting  tilings  for  nought,  I  needs  must  say, 
If  not  the  noblest,  is  tlie  cheapest  way. 

And  often  Nature  manufactures  stuff 
That  thinks  it  never  hath  enough ; 
Hoarding  up  treasure,  never  once  enjoying. 

Such  is  tlic  composition  o(  some  Souls  : 
Like  Jackdaws,  all  their  cunning  art  employing 

In  hiding  knives,  and  forks,  and  spoons,  in  holes. 

Lo !  by  the  pious  Monarch's  Proclamation, 
Tlie  courtier  amateurs  of  this  fair  nation 

On  Sundays  con  their  Bibles,  make  no  riot 
The  stubborn  Uxbridge,  music-loving  Lord, 
Pays  dumb  obedience  to  the  Royal  word. 

And  bids  the  Instruments  lie  quiet 

S^veet  Mistress  WaUingiiam  is  forced  to  praj'. 
And  turn  her  eyes  up,  much  against  her  will. 

Sandwich  sings  Psalms  too.  iu  his  pious  M-ay; 
And  Lady  \'oung  forbears  the  tuneful  trill  \ 

And  very  politic  is  Lady  Young; 

A  Husband  must  not  suffer  for  a  Song. 

The  gentle  Exeter  Ills  Treat  gave  up. 
So  used  upon  the  sweet  Repast  to  sup ; 
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As  eager  for  his  Sunday's  Quaver-dish, 
As  Cats  and  ravenous  Aldermen  for  Fish. 

Lord  Brudenell  too ;  a  Lord  with  lofty  Dosej 
Bringing  to  mind  a  Verse  ttie  \\'orld  well  knows, 

Against  sublimity  that  rather  wars  ; 
Which  in  an  almanac  all  eyes  may  see : 
"  God  gave  to  Man  an  upright  Form,  that  lie 

Might  view  the  Stars  :" — 

I  say  tliis  watcliful  Ix>rd,  who  boasts  the  knack, 
Behind  his  sacred  Majesty's  great  back, 

Of  placing  for  his  latter  end  a  chair. 
Better  than  any  Lord  (so  saya  Fame's  trump) 
That  ever  waited  on  the  Royul  Rump, 

So  swift  his  motions,  and  so  sweet  his  wr; 


Who,  if  his  Majesty  but  cou^  or  hiccup, 
Trembles  for  fear  the  King  should  kick  up; 
Drops,  with  concern,  his  jaw;  with  horror  freezes; 
Or  smiles  "  God  bless  you.  Sire,"  whene'er  iHjaneerea^ 
This  Lord,  I  say,  upraised  his  convert  Chin, 
And  cursed  the  Concert  for  a  crj-ing  Sin. 

King  Watkyn,  from  the  Land  of  Leeks  and  Cheese^ 
With  sighs,  forbore  liia  BasA  to  seize : 
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With  huge  concern  he  dropp'd  his  Sunday  airs, 
And  grumbled  out  in  Welsh  his  thankless  Prayen 

The  Bass  indeed  Te  Deum  sung, 

Glad  on  the  willows  to  be  hung. 

And  really  'twas  a  very  natural  case, 

Poor  inotFensive  Bass ! 
For  when  King  M'atkyn  scrubbeth  him,  alack  ! 
The  Instrument,  like  one  upon  the  Rack, 
Sends  forth  such  horrid  Inquisition-groans, 
Enough  to  pierce  the  hearts  of  Stones. 

Thus  though  in  Concert-politics  the  Knight 
Battled  witli  Wbtress  Walsingham  outright, 
Yet  both  agreed  to  lift  their  palms, 
Not  in  Hostilities,  but  singing  Psalins. 

Salisbury  was  also  order'd  to  reform  ; 

Who,  with  ray  Lady,  thought  it  vastly  odd, 
Thus  to  be  forced,  like  Sailors  in  a  Stonn, 

Against  their  wills  to  pray  to  God. 

Thus  did  the  Royal  Mandate  through  the  town 
Knock  nearly  all  the  Sunday  Concerts  down- 
Great  act!  ere  long  'twill  be  a  sin  and  shame, 
For  Cats  to  warble  out  an  amorous  flame : 
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Dogs  shall  be  whipp'd  for  making  lave  on  Sund&y, 
Who  very  well  may  put  it  off"  to  Monday. 

Nay  more,  the  Royal  piety  to  prove, 
And  aid  the  purest  of  all  pure  Religions, 
To  Bridewell  shall  be  sent  all  cooing  Pigeons, 

And  Cocks  and  I^Iena  be  lash'd  for  making  love : 
Sparrows  and  Wrens  be  shot  from  barns  and  houses, 
For  being  barely  civil  to  their  Spouses. 

Poor  Sir  John  Dick  was  Lamb-like  heard  to  bleat. 
At  losing  such  a  Sunday's  treat : 

Sir  John,  the  happy  owner  of  a  Star, 
Which  radiant  Honour  on  Surtouts  he  stitches; 

Lamenting,  fashion  doth  not  stretch  ao  far 
As  sewing  tliem  on  Waistcoats  and  on  Breeches; 
Which  tlius  would  pour  a  blaze  of  silver  day, 
And  make  tlie  Knight  a  perfect  Milky  Way. 

Yet  Hampden,  Cholmondeley,  those  sinful  shavers. 
Rebellious,  riot  in  their  Sabbath-quavers; 
Thus,  flying  in  the  face  of  our  great  King, 
Profane  God's  resting-day  with  wind  and  string: 
While  on  the  Terrace,  'midst  his  German  Baud, 
On  Sunday  evenings  George  is  pleased  to  stand; 
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Contented  with  a  simple  tune  alone, 

"God  save  greatCeorge  our  King,"  or  "  Bobbing  Joan:" 

While  Cherubs,  learning  from  their  starry  height,  « 
Wink  at  each  other,  and  enjoy  the  sight; 

And  Satan,  from  a  lurking  hole, 

Fond  of  a  seeming-godly  soul. 
His  eyes  and  ears  scarce  able  to  believe, 
Laughs  in  his  sleeve. 

Stay,  Muse :  the  mention  of  the  German  Band 

Bringeth  a  Tale  oppressive  lo  my  hand, 

Relating  to  a  tribe  of  German  Boys, 

Whose  horrid  fortune  made  some  little  noise ; 

Sent  for,  to  take  of  Englishmen  the  places. 

Who,  galled  by  such  hard  treatment,  made  wry  faces. 


Sent  for  they  were,  to  feed  in  fields  of  clover, 

To  feast  upon  the  Coldstream  Regiment  s  fat : 
Swift  with  their  empty  Stomachs  they  flew  over, 

And  wider  than  a  KevenhuUer  Hat. 
But,  ah !  their  knives  no  veal  nor  mutton  carved : 
To  feasts  they  tcent  iodeed,  but  went  and  starved  ;  , 
Their  Masters,  raptured  with  the  tum/'ul  Treat, 
Forgot  Musicians,  like  tliemselves,  could  eat. 
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Thus  the  poor  Woodcock  leaves  his  frozen  shores^ 

When  tyrant  Winter  'midst  his  tempests  roars  : 

Invited  by  our  milder  sky,  he  roves  ; 

Views  the  pure  stream  with  joy,  and  sheltering  groves ; 

And  in  one  hour,  O  sad  reverse  ot"  fate  ! 

Is  shot,  and  smokes  upon  a  Poacher's  ptatc; — 

Thus  ending  a  sweet  episodic  strain, 
I  turn,  dear  Thomas,  to  thy  Ode  again. 

What!  make  a  dish  to  balk  thy  Master's  gum»? 
A  Pudding,  and  forget  the  Plums  ? 
Mercy  upon  us,  what  a  Cook  art  thou  ! 
Dry  e'en  already,  what  a  sad  Milch  Cow, 
Who  gavest  at  first  of  fame  such  llowing  pails  ! 
Say,  Thomas,  what  thy  Lyric  udder  ails  r 

Since  truth  belongs  not  to  the  Laurcat  trade, 

'Tis  strange,  'tis  passing  strange,  thou  didst  not  flatter; 

Speak ;  ill  Light  Money  were  thy  Wages  paid  ? 
Or  was  thy  pipe  of  Sack  half-fiU'd  with  Water? 

Or  hast  thou,  Tom,  been  cheated  of  thy  Dues? 

Or  bath  a  qualm  of  Conscience  touch'd  tliy  Muse? 

Thou  might'st  have  praised  for  dignity  of  prtdo, 
Displayed  not  lonj^  ago  among  the  Cooks.^ 
Searching  the  kitclicii  with  sagacious  looks; 

M'igs,  chrbtciicd  tcratches,  OQ  their  heads  tie  spied. 
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Yes,  beef  shall  grace  my  spit,  and  ale  shall  flow, 
As  long  as  it  continues  George  and  Co. ; 
That  is  to  say,  in  plainer  metre, 
"  George  and  Peter." 

Yet,  as  some  little  money  I  have  made, 
I've  thoughts  of  turning  Squire,  and  quitting  trade; 
This  ill  my  mind  I've  frequently  revolved : 
And  in  six  months  or  so, 
For  all  I  know, 
The  partnership  may  be  dissolvtd. 

Whate'er  thou  think'st,  howe'er  tlic  World  may  carp, 
Thomas,  I'm  far  from  hating  oar  good  King: 

Yes,  yes,  or  may  I  thrum  no  more  my  harp ; 
As  David  swore,  who  touch'd  so  well  the  string. 

No,  Tom ;  the  Idol  of  t/iy  sweet  devotion 

Excites  not  hate,  whatever  else  Ui'  emotion. 


To  write  a  book  on  the  sublime,  I  own, 
Were  I  a  Bookseller,  I  would  not  hire  liim : 

Yet,  should  I  hate  the  Man  who  tills  a  Throne, 
Because,  forsooth,  I  can't  admire  him? 

Hate  liim,  because,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
He  thinks  to  rival  e'en  the  Prince  in  fame? 

VOL.  I.  2  L 


TO   BROTHER  TOM. 

Who,  cliarin'd  wilh  every  crotcliet  Hundel  wrote, 
Heaved  into  ToLtcnliain  Street  each  heavy  note ; 
And,  forcing  on  the  house  the  tuneless  lurnljer, 
Drove  half  to  doors,  the  other  half  to  slumber! 

Hate  him,  because  the  "Works  of  Mister  West 
His  eye,  in  wonder  lost,  unsated  views? 
.  Because  his  Walls,  with  tasteless  trumpery  drcst, 

1  Rob  a  poor  Sign-post  of  its  dues  ? 


Hate  him,  because  he  cannot  rest, 

But  in  the  company  of  West  ? 

Because  of  modem  ^Vorks  he  makes  a  jest, 

Except  the  works  of  Mister  M'est  ? 


Who  by  the  Public  fain  would  have  carest 

The  Works  alone  of  Mister  West ; 

Who  thinks,  of  Painting,  Truth,  and  Taste,  the  test, 

None  but  the  wondrous  Works  of  Mistw  West ! 


Who,  85  for  Reynolds,  cannot  bear  him  ; 
And  never  suffers  Wilson's  Landscapes  near  him: 
Nor,  Gainsborough,  tJiy  delightful  Girls  and  Boys,  ' 
In  rural  scenes  so  sweet,  amidst  their  joys  ; 
With  such  Simplicity  as  makes  us  start, 
Forgetting  'tis  the  work  of  Art : — 
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With  one  poor  miserable  Chick, 
Bustling  about  a  Farmer's  yard  ; 
Now  on  the  dunghill  labouring  hard, 

Scraping  away  through  thin  and  thick  ; 
Fluttering  her  feathers,  making  such  a  noise  ! 
Cackling  aloud  such  quantities  of  joys, 

As  if  tliis  Chick,  to  which  her  egg  gave  birth, 
Was  born  to  deal  prodigious  knocks. 
To  shine  the  Broughton  of  Game  Cocks, 

And  kill  the  Fowls  of  all  the  earth. 

E'en  with  his  Painter  let  the  King  be  bUst ; 
Egad!  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  with  Mister  West; 
Only  let  mt,  excused  from  such  a  guest, 
Not  eat,  and  drink,  and  sleep,  with  Mister  West ; 
And,  as  he  will  not  please  my  taste  (no,  never), 
Let  me  not  give  him  to  the  World  as  clever. 
A  better  conscience  in  my  bosom  lies, 
Than  imitate  the  Fellow  and  his  Flies. 

THE  TOPER  AND  THE  FUES. 

A  GROUP  of  Topers  at  a  table  sat, 

With  Punch  that  much  regales  tlic  thirsty  soul : 
Flies  soon  the  party  joined,  and  joined  the  chat ; 

Humming,  and  pitchbg  round  the  mantling  Bowl. 
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Hearing  no  news  of  nimble  MUter  SUg^ 

He  sits  like  Patience,  grinning  on,  tus  Nag. 

Now,  wisdom-fraught,  his  curioiis  eyeballs  ken 
The  little  liovels  that  around  tarn  rise : 
To  these  he  trots ;  of  hogs  surveys  the  sties, 

And  nicely  numbers  every  cock  and  hen. 

Then  asks  the  farmer's  wife  or  former's  maid. 
How  many  eggs  the  fowls  have  laid  ; 
What's  ill  the  oven,  in  the  pot,  the  crock  ; 
Whether  'twill  rain  or  no,  and  what's  o'clock : 
Thus  from  poor  hovels  gleaning  hiformation, 
To  serve  as  future  treasure  for  the  Nation, 

There,  Terrier-like  till  Pages  find  him  out. 
He  pokes  his  most  sagacious  nose  about, 

And  seems  in  Paradise,  like  that  so  famed : 
Looking  like  Adam  too,  and  Eve  so  fair ; 
Sweet  simpletons  !  who,  though  so  very  bare, 

"  Were,"  says  the  Bible,  "  not  ashamed." — 

No  man  binds  Books  so  well  as  George  the  Third, 
By  thirst  of  Leather-glory  spurr'd  ;  . 

At  Bookbinders  he  oft  is  seen  to  laugh. 
And  wondrous  b  the  King  in  a/i«y  or  calf. 


520  BROTHER  PETER 

But  see !  the  Prince  upon  such  labour  looks 
Fastidious  down,  and  only  readeth  Books : 
Here  by  the  Sire  the  Son  is  much  surpassed ; 
Which  Fame  should  publish  on  her  loudest  blast. — 

The  King  beats  Monmouth  Street  in  cast-off  Riches  ; 
That  is,  in  Coats,  and  Waistcoats,  and  in  Breeches  ; 
Which,  draughted  once  a  year  for  foreign  stations^ 
Make  fine  Recruits  to  serve  some  near  Relations. 

But  lo,  the  Prince,  shame  on  him !  never  dreams 
Of  pretty,  Jewish,  economic  schemes ; 
So  very  proud  (I'm  grieved,  O  Tom,  to  tell  it). 
He'd  rather  give  a  Coat  away  than  sell  it — 

« 

Fair  Justice  to  the  Monarch  must  allow 
Prodigious  science  in  a  Calf  or  Cow ; 

And  wisdom  in  the  article  of  Swine. 
What  most  unusual  knowledge  for  a  King  ! 
Because  Pig-wisdom  is  a  thing 

In  which  no  Sovereigns  e'er  were  known  to  shine. 

Yet  who  will  think  I  am  not  telling  fibs  ? 

The  Prince  who  Britain's  throne  in  time  shall  grace. 
Ne'er  finger'd  at  a  fair  a  Bullock's  ribs, 

Nor  ever  ogled  a  Piij's  face. 
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O  dire  disgrace !  Oh  let  it  not  be  known  i 

That  thus  a  Father  hath  excell'd  a  Son ! — 

Truth  bids  me  own  that  I  can  bring 
A  dozen  who  admire  the  King: 
And  should  he  dream  of  setting  off  for  Hanover 
(As  once  he  said  he  would,  to  spile  Charles  Fox), 
Draw  all  his  lilile  Jfoney  from  the  Stocks, 
Shut  shop,  and  cairy  every  pot  and  pan  over ; 

'  I  think,  indeed  I'm  sure,  I  know, 

That  dozen  would  not  let  him  go  ; 
But  in  the  struggle  spend  their  vital  breath, 
And  hug  tlieir  Idol  probably  to  deatli : 
As  happen'd  to  a  Romish  Priest ;  a  tale 

\  That,  while  1  tell  it,  almost  turns  me  pale. 


b 


THE  ROMISH  PRIEST. 


A  Pa  bsoh  )q  tbe  neighbourhood  of  Rome, 
Some  years  ago  (how  many,  I  don't  say), 

Handled  so  well  his  heavenly  broom, 
He  brush'd,  Uke  Cobwebs,  Sins  away ; 


I. 
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Did  ever  lalx)ur  more,  and  fume,  ami  sweat, 

To  make  a  fellow  change  his  coat, 

And  A/cm  him  with  a  Casting-vote, 

Than  this  dear  Man  to  get  in  Heaven  a  seat 

For  souls  ot"  children,  women,  and  of  men : 

No  matter  which  the  species,  cock  or  ben. 

Thus  did  he  not  like  that  vile  Jesuit  Uilak 
Wlio  nmkca  us  all  with  horror  shrink, 

A  knave  higti-mcriting  Hell's  hottest  coals  ; 
Wlio  wrote  a  dreadful  book  to  prove 
That  Women,  charming  Women,  form'd  for  love, 

Have  got  no  souU. 

Monster,  to  think  that  Woman  had  no  Soul ! — 

Ha!  hast  thou  not  a  Soul,  thou  peerless  Maid 
Who  bidst  my  rural  hours  witli  rapture  roll. 

Whose  beauties  charm  the  shepherds  aad  the  shade  ? 
Fes,  Cynthia :  and  for  Scuts  like  ttun^ 

Fate  into  being  drew  yon  starry  Sphere ; 

len  kindly  sent  thy  Form  divtae, 

To  show  what  wondrous  bliss  intiabits  there. — 

1  short,  no  Dnty-bonc  evef  woric'd  so  hard. 
From  vaults  to  drag  up  hogshead,  tun,  or  pip^ 
RAs  this  good  Priest,  to  drag,  for  small  reward, 
The  Souls  of  sinners  from  tlic  Devil's  gripe- 
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Thousands  with  putrid  Souls,  like  putrid  Meat, 
Came  for  his  holy  Pickle,  to  be  sweet : 

Just  as  we  see  old  Hags  with  jaws  of  carrion, 
Enter  the  shop  of  Mister  Warren ; 
Who  disappomts  that  Highwayman  called  Time 
(Noted  for  robbing  Ladies  of  their  prime). 
By  giving  sivty-Jives  pale  wither'd  mien 
The  bloomiag  roses  of  sixteen. 

Such  vast  impressions  did  his  Sermons  make, 
He  always  kept  his  Flock  awake, 
In  Summer  too : — hear,  Parsons,  this  strange  news, 
Ye  who  so  often  preach  to  nodding  Pews. 

A  neighbouring  Town,  into  whose  people's  Souls 

Sin,  like  a  Rat,  had  eat  large  holes, 

Begg'd  him  to  be  tlieir  tinker,  their  hole-stopper ; 

For,  gentle  Header,  Sin  of  such  a  sort  b, 

It  Souls  corrodetli  just  as  aquafortis 
Corrodetb  Iron,  Brass,  or  Copper. 

They  told  him  they  would  give  him  better  pay, 

If  he'd  agree  to  change  his  quarters  ; 
Protesting,  when  his  Soul  should  leave  its  ctay, 

To  rank  his  bones  with  those  of  Saints  and  Martyrs.- 
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Now  ill  the  fire  was  all  the  fat : 

Just  as  two  Bull-dogs  pull  a  Cat, 

Both  Parishes  witli  furious  zeal  contended. 

So  heartily  tte  holy  man  was  hugg'd, 

So  much  from  place  to  place  liis  limbs  were  lugg'd. 

That  very  fatally  the  battle  ended. 

In  short,  by  liuj^ing,  lugging,  and  kind  squeezes, 
Tlie  Man  of  God  was  pull'd  in  fifty  pieces. 

This  work  perfonn'd,  the  Bones  were  fought  for  stoutly ; 

And  so  the  fray  continued  most  devoutly. 

XjO  !  with  an  Arm,  away  one  rascal  fled  ; 

This  witli  a  Leg,  and  that  the  Head ; 

Oft'  with  the  Foot  another  goes ; 

Another  seizes  him,  and  gets  the  Toes. 

Nay,  some,  a  Relic  so  intent  to  crib, 

Fought  just  like  Mastiffs  for  a  Rib; 
Nay  more  (for  truth  to  tell  the  whole  obliges), 
A  dozen  battled  for  his  os  cocci/gis*. 

Heaven,  tliat  sees  all  things,  saw  the  dire  Dispute, 
In  which  each  Parish  acted  like  a  Brute : 
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But  lo  the  cause !  It  was  the  Roj/at  rvilK                             ^^| 

To  bid  the  Tempest  of  his  Praise  be  still ;                .  i  >       ^H 

No  more  to  let  his  Virtues  make  a  rout,                   <  ■>[£       ^^H 

Blown  by  thy  blasts  like  Paper  Kites  about.                "        ^^H 

Indeed  thy  Sovereign  in  thy  Verse  so  fine,                               ^^| 

Might  justly  have  exclaimed,  at  many  a  line,                         ^H 

"  In  Peacock's  Feathers,  lo !  this  knave  arrays  me."       ^^^ 

And  like  a  Kin^  of  France  of  whom  I've  read,                    ^^^| 

Our  gracious  Sovereign  also  might  have  said,                      ^^H 

"  IVhat  have  I  done  that  he  should  praise  me :"                ^^| 

With  pity  have  I  seen  tbee,  Son  of  Song,               ^^^^^| 

Trundling  Uiy  Lyric  Wheelbarrow  along,               -  i^^^^^^l 

Amidst  Saint  James's  gapers  to  unload                     ,-«>     ^^^H 

The  motley  mass  of  pompous  Ode  ;                                     ^^^| 

And  wish'd  the  Sack,  for  Verse  the  annual  prize,                  ^^H 

To  poets  of  a  less  renown ;                                               ^H 

To  poor  Will  Mason,  who  in  secret  sighs                               ^^| 

To  strut  beneath  the  Laureat's  leaden  Crown.                   ^H 

Warm  in  the  praise  thou  might'st  have  been,               ^^^^^^B 

Of  thy  great  King  and  his  great  Queen  :                   |^^^^^| 

But         so  diabolically  hot                                          ^^^^^^H 

A  downright  Devil,  or  a  Pepper-pot.                        ^^^^^H 

1                                                            M                         ^^^^H 

^^K  _  ..^.,^H 

TO  BB07-HER  TOM.  S^\ 

From  tiiae  to  time  the  Maid  my  Rl^ynie  reviews,     ;*  » 
And  dictates  sw^  instruetuHf s.  t^  the  ,M|i^ : — > 

Yes,  frequent  deigns  my  cqttage  to  ador«,  |j( 

Just  like  that  blushful  Damsel  called  Miss  Morn: 

Who  smiliog  from  tlie  dreary  caws  of  iiii^ht,  ■' ' 

Moves  from  her  cast  with  silent  pace  and  slow, 
O'er  yonder  shadowy  mount's  gigantic  brow,  ■   i 

And  to  my  window  steals  witli  dewy  light;  lA 

Tlien,  peeping  through  the  panes  with  Cherub  niien,_ 
Seems  to  ask  liberty  to  enter  in. 

Now  venturiifg  on  the  sables  of  my  rootn, 

She  sweeps  the  Darkness  with  her  star-clad  Rroom ; 

Now,  pleased  a  stronger  splendour  to  diffuse,  . 

Smiles  on  the  plated  Buckles  in  my  shoes; 

Smiles  on  my  Breeches  too,  of  handsome  plush, 

Where  George "s  Head  once  made  no  jingling  sound. 
But  where  amidst  the  pockets  all  was  hush ; 

Such  awful  silence  reign'd  around. 
Whose  fob,  which  Tliievea  so  often  pick, 
Was  quite  a  stranger  to  a  Watch's  click. 


Now  casting  on  my  I'en  and  Ink  a  ray, 
Seeming  with  sweet  reproof  to  uy, 


^^H      Seeming  with  swi 
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And,  vice  versd,  Kings  and  Queens 
Know  pretty  well  what  scandal  means, 

And  love  it  too;  yes.  Majesty's  aGrinner: 
Scandal  that  really  would  disgrace  a  stable, 
Hath  oft  been  beckon'd  to  a  Royal  table, 

And  pleas'd  a  princely  palate  more  than  Dimier. 

I  know  the  World  exclaimeth  in  this  guise : 
"  Suppose  a  King  not  over-wise 

(A  vice  in  Kings  not  very  oft  suspected); 
Suppose  he  does  t/iis  childish  thing,  and  ihii; 
If  Jolly  constitutes  a  Monarch's  Hiss, 

Shall  such  by  saucy  Poets  stand  corrected? 

"  Bold  is  the  man,  old  Parson  Calchas  cries*, 
Who  tells  a  Monarch  where  his  error  lies. — 
Grant  that  a  King  in  converse  cannot  sliine, 

And,  sharp  with  shrewd  remark,  a  World  alarm ; 
What  business,  Peter  Pindar,  is't  of  thine  ? 

Grant  puerilities,  pray  where's  the  harm?" — 


To  this  I  answer,  "  I  don't  think  a  King 
Will  go  to  Hell  for  every  childish  thing : 
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For  which  tiie  Nation  paid  down  every  sous? 
Rare  Pictures,  brought  kmg  since  from  Hampton  Court, 
And  by  a  self-taught  Carpenter  cut  short, 

To  suit  the  panneU  of  the  Queen's  old  house. 

So  says  report :  I  hope  it  is  not  true ; 

And  yet  I  verily  believe  it  too; 

It  is  so  like  some  People  1  could  name, 

Whose  pericraniums  walk  a  little  lame. — 

Beshrew  me,  but  it  brings  to  mind 

A  cuHing  Story,  much  of  tlie  same  kind. 


THE  PLYMOUTH  CARPENTER  AND  THE 
COFFINS. 

It  happ'd  at  Plymouth  town  so  fair  and  sweet. 
Where  wandering  Gutters  wandering  Gutters  meet, 
Making  in  Showers  of  Rain  a  monstrous  pother; 
Bartering,  like  Hug-fair  Jews,  with  one  the  other, 
With  carrots,  cabbage-leaves,  and  brealldess  cats. 
Potatoes,  turnip-tops,  old  rags,  and  hats : — 

A  town  that  brings  to  mind  Swift's  City  Show'r; 
Where  clouds  to  wash  its  facf  for  ever  pour : 
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That  might  with  smells  of  any  clime  compare 
That  ever  sought  the  nose  or  6elds  of  air. 

As  Coffins  arc  deemed  necessary  things, 
Formii^  a  pretty  sort  of  Wooden  Wings 

For  wafting  men  to  graves,  for  t*  other  World ; 
Where  anchored  (doom'd  lo  make  no  voyage  more) 
The  Rudders  of  our  Souls  are  put  ashore. 

And  all  Uie  Sails  for  ever  furl'd. 

A  Carpenter,  first-cousin  to  the  May'r, 

Hight  Master  Screw,  a  man  of  reputation,    ■• 

Got  leave,  through  borough-interest,  to  prepare 
Good  wooden  lodgings  for  the  Gallic  nation ; 

I  mean  for  luckless  Frenchmen  that  were  dead : 

And  very  well  Indeed  Screw's  conti'act  sped. 

His  good  friend  Death  made  wonderful  tUmandj, 
As  if  they  played  into  each  other's  hands: 

As  if  the  Carpenter  and  Deatii  went  snacks; 
Wishing  to  make  as  much  as  e'er  they  could 
By  this  same  contract  Coffin-wood, 

For  such  as  Death  had  thrown  upon  their  backs. 

This  Carpenter,  like  men  of  other  trades 
Whom  Conscience  very  easily  persuadea 
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For  if  those  fine  Cartoons,  as  History  Miys, 
Were  (much  to  this  great  Nation's  jsraise) 

Bought  for  the  Nation's  sole  inspection : 
Unask'd,  to  suffer  any  Man  to  feel  'em. 
Or  suffer  any  forward  Dame  to  steal  'em, 

Would  be  a  national  reflection. 

Tom,  ask,  to  Sti'elitz  if  they're  doom'd  to  go ; 
Because  Uic  walls  are  naked  Uicre,  I  know; 

Strelitz  a  Mouse-hole  is,  all  dark  and  drear : 
And  should  tlie  Pictures  be  inclined  to  stray. 
Not  liking  Strelitz,  they  may  lose  their  way, 

And  ramble  to  some  Hebrew  auctioneer ; 

Where,  like  poor  captured  Negroes  in  a  knot 
The  Holy  Wanderers  may  be  made  a  lot ; 
And,  like  the  Goods  at  Garraway's  we  handle, 
Christ  and  the  Saints  be  sold  by  inch  of  candle. — 


Dearly  beloved  Thomas,  to  conclude, 
(I  see  thee  ready  to  bawl  out  "Amen  ;") 

Joking  apart,  don't  think  me  rude 
For  wisliiug  to  instruct  thy  Lyric  pen. 

EVhether  like  Trout  and  Eels,  in  hamble  pride, 
long  the  simple  Stream  of  Prose  we  glide ; 
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I'm  like  a  Country  Clock,  poor  lonely  thing, 
That  on  the  staircase,  or  behind  the  door, 
Cries  *  Cuckoo,  Cuckoo,' just  at  twelve  and  four, 

And  chimes  that  vulgar  tune,  *  God  save  the  King.'  **— 

Oh !  if,  deserting  Windsor's  lofty  towers, 
To  save  a  sixpence  in  his  Barrack  Bowers, 
A  Monarch  shuffles  from  the  world  away. 
And  gives  to  Folly's  whims  the  bustling  day ; 
From  such  low  themes  thy  promised  praise  recall, 
And  sing  more  wonders  of  the  old  Mud  Wall. 


END  OF  THE  HRST  VOLUME. 


PMated  bj  S.  HamUfon,  Weybridge. 
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